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| To my beſt Friend and 


courteous Colen Mr. Ben- 


jamiu Cook all good wiſhes. 

S1R, 

Our candid Interpretari- 
ons of theſe conceits ſe- 
verally, hath animated 

mee toa gleaning them up roge- 
ther, and betrard you to a Dedi- 

cation , they ſay, fue proſunt 'ſin- 
oeula, multa j juvant. Nor 1 1t un+- 
uſuall, for meniof my condition, 
in this nature, to repend the good 
nature of their munihcent friends 


Az How- 


T he Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


However, did my ſtarres pro- 
miſe mee any other requite, 'T his 
riding barke ( ballanced with 
{carce any thing but ſand and 
ſtones ) ſhould to the fortune of 
the doubtfull waves without a 
Palinure:in hope,either theſhores 
would protect the ſhailow, or 
the deep drown it, out of fight, 
and time, out of minde. I con- 
fefle I can look upon it, no other- 
wile then a degree of impudence, 
to obtrude that upon your patro- 
nage which | my lelfe have [carce 
confidenceto owne : Neyerthe- 
leſſe, deigne ir your accept, ſince, 
though you fhnde in.it(probably) 
nothing good, you may yet aſſure 


your 


T he Epiſtle Deaicatory.. 
your ſelf of the good will, and 
good intents of him, that reſolves 
| to leave nothing unattempted, 
| mightany wayes render him 
Sir 


bp, 


Your moſt gratefull ſervanr, 


ey 3 I EPI —_— ' 


M. STEVENSON:- 


A 3 Reader, - 


DD APD 
READER. 


Hue hrre irawnup, a Poetick par- 
ty of Pegaſean pulfries in the n:w Ar- 
tillary ground of this book, which as 
they now jtand in cloſe order, under the c- 
lonrs, and command of the Book-bind.r . 
ſeem no leſſe unanimous , then uniform; 
but upon 4, little examination, you ſail 
finde them Pro and con, round and roy- 
all,and like the Cadmean Upſtarts /-4- 
thing their weapons in each others entr 1's, 
AHany vf them I muſt tell you are Ara- 
zonian Archers fighting under the banner 
of their winged Generall; Others uader the 
carelefſe flaggs of fancy for the merry halfe 
Crowne?s : qua Venus Teucris, /al- 
las iniqua fult. Others are at their guard, 
and wall in themſelves with the ſtones of 
their obdurate bearts, of whom the Poet 
Ja; es. Et dicain (ili-es p-ctus habere. 1f 
30t chance (as I can not hope but you wi'! ) 
E13r.t 


either in mine, 9the Printers ogexſiybt, 
meet ſome lame Souldicrs, T Eope they ſhalt 
Ir kewije meet your charity. For the times, 
being like them{eives humourſome , they 
ſeemve ta, promiſe me jome- approve 5 provi- 
dard the Proverb ho'd true, Like toliks- 
But what need 1 feare to munnt that brain 
| ſick ſtage where cvcnlzes and Libells,un= 
der the new fangled notion of news, paſſe 
1s curraut us Our coin, ſor my part, 
7 ai not ſo in 'ove with my owne, fea» 
thers,as to th: nh thent worthy a terſe care, 
or an it:00170us eyes Nor doe T jet ſe ab+ 
dicate my owne abil.ty , but that Tyudge 
my 14 13:5, asmutch abave your. contempt, 


ft 


as bencat h.your envy. 


| 


To the Author my very 
loving (of. Mr. M. Stevenſon. 


Of. 1 confeſſe, and thou knowſt 1 am one | 


hat never yet had taſt of Helicon. 
Yet thoſe looſe ares that 1 did lately glean 
From the full Harveſt of thy fruitfull pen, 
1 here retmrne thee; knowing the ſo kinde 
Thox wilt my love . and not my language 
minae. 
T ruſt mee Cof. this courſe paper I deſigne 
Nt as 4 grace, but ſoyle toſet off thine. 
For 1 am certaine theres uo eare ſo terſe 
But will be raviſht With thy ſmoother verſe. 
But hold, 1 muſt thy juſt applanſe refraine 
For that , Part of my bloud runu*s in thy 
Veyne. | 
Yet they will pardon this poore God a mercie, 
T hat nete how many Pocms point at 


ee err AA Ge eee 


To the inimitable Poet , My 
honourd fricad, 


| The AVT HOR 


Ur wofh ] pen thy pray/e my ncble friend 

| kat were a taskh, wenld never have an 
end. 

lag have thy golden Poems writ. in Guld 

Thy names great title in fames lift enrold; 

Virgiil zo more foall Prince of Poets be 

But thou, Hee 5 but a petty Prince to thee. 

Ile ts the grove where freſheſt Laureats grow 

And plat a wreath my, ſelf to crown thy brow. 


H. A. 


. 4+ +, 
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To my Ingenious friend , the 
AVEHER, 


| Na muſt I adde my mite Deare Steven- 
ſon, Þ 

| 1 know then wilt accept it, well? tis done. 

Faith I can't tell while 1thy lines read ore 

Whetber 1 live thee | Or admire the mare. 

| Thy 


Thy books not fraught With tales of Robin 
cod, 
But lofty fancy, By the Lord tis good: 
T hy ſweet-lipps Muſe moſt ample teſt doth 
gove, 


Of highevents,and I ſay let her Live. 
N. B. 


To my moſt eſteemed friend, 
TheAV THOR. 


TE! me 10 more of Withers wilde abuſes 
T by book a thouſand times more wit produ- 
; ces, ; 
Withers ball wither, whilft thy bayes are ſeen 
Like Daphnes Chapplet of immertall green; 


F.-'B, 


— 
— ———— 


To his very good friend | 
The 1U0 THOR. | 


I| Have perns'd thy book in which I finde 
The perfeFt portrait of thy noble minat. 


'N 


TY 


: muſt confeſſe 1 once was one of thoſe 


Did both ſuſpet thy poefie,and proſe. 

But having read thee too, as Well as it 
1am thy wittneſſe, t'was thine sWne pure witt. 
Ard therefore ſhall even for thy ſake alone 
{onclud, Minerva weares a colowr'd gowne, 


R. D. 


In Honorem Author is. 


Net that I think that thy Aonian wine 
Ha's any need of this poore buſh of mine. 
But that in ſome (ſmall meaſure yet 1 might 

E xrpeſſ the love 1 owe thee, | muſt writ 

And prayſe thy fiuent fancy that atteines 

To that with eaſe, which others can't with pains 
Many of theſe thy Poems did | ſee + 

Drop from thy ready pen Ex tempore. 

And fitly cal'd Occaſions of spring wa ſt 


k--- LS. 
For the T9 VI of time flew not more faſt: 
Did the conceit come even twixt Cup and Lip. 


It was thine owne cccaſion could net ſlip 
hence Ime convinc'd that poetr#'s a ſpirit , 
hich except heaven infuſe none can inherit, 


T hine yea thine 


T: H. 


(8) 


CS OA®DEE 3 ©'P 
C22) ty As £8 Fo | ef» 


<Q OSTRICH aa oy 


Occaſions Of-ſpring. 
OR, 
POEMS. 


Upon leverall Occaſions. 


To Her that loves me. 


Q Way with fond Hyperbolics, 
y 8 Sublin ing Cuſt ro Deitics. 
I purpolc bur to ſay yare faire, 
As Envie awuſt confcls you ore: 
If you were nor; you ſhould not hre 
My praiſe, ſhould knees couch your 
| (dclire, 
But you are fo, which ro deny 
Can be no leſs then Here, 
Doubrlefs the Qeen of beauty was, 
Burt like your ſclt ſome peecrleſs Laſs: 
Till by her Cyprian Zelots ſhe 
Meunted the flile of deirie, 
IHad you liv'd then, 1 really do 
Preſume y*had been a Godgels too, 

B For 


2) 
For in your features men may ſre 
The God of Loyes artillary 
Your curling Trelle, isallthe bow * 
The wanton wars with, hcre below. 
His fire-locks too, the world eſpy, 
Preſcnred in your ſparkling eye: 
Your fame's his Trun-pet, and men ſeek 
His Banner in your baſhfull check, 
Your pearly rows at every ſmile, 
Like Cadmus Troops Rand ranck and hle, 
It then ſo fair a front appear, 
Doubr net, there's ſomewhar in the rear: 
Bur tis not fic we further look, 
Since Nature's pleay'd ro ſhut the book: 
Howere I hope I ſha'nt diſpleaſe her, 


To gueſs whart I ſee nor hid treaſure, : | 
Nil non L:#da'ile vid. 
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7o ity Coy Charola. 


WED? a» hs 
Ds ys 


T. 


Ou cannot loye; for ſhame 
Come bluſh your ſelf into a penitent flame: 
Does the choice flowre reſiſt 
Becauſe the faire t n, enjoy © that lift; 
Oc the eye-raking fruit, 
Plcad nor yer ripe? away, there reeds no 
Why women aro as truly ours, (ſuir, 
To be enjoy'd as fruir, or flowres, 
Bur ris our fault 
That we exhalr Rt 


Them ſo,that they rebell againſt our powres 
Come 


ES) 


2. 


One, come, yet 1 affedt yee, (yee 
If you can't love again ; Let me dire 
'Tmay be 'cauſe you are fair, 
And levigable as the downy aire; 
You ſtand upon't, you will nor yeeld, 
Bur Phonix-like your ſelf will build, 
Do ſo, and then 


Repent agen; (fair field, 


When Autumne hath poſſcl>*d your own 


' 

Ur oh beheld 1 woo 

VVho ſhould command, I beg and 
My Chargla adwires, (glad on't too, 
SinCCc the is Ice, I ſo complain of fires. 
Had ſhe a flaming Dart, (cold hearr. 
Sne would improy't to warm her own 
Ah me, docs not Dame nature ſtint 
Her flame-begetting ſparks to flint? 
Pray do bur feel 
The ſton«c-cold ſee]; 
And if you can ſay there's no fire within'r, 


ut ah my vaine complaint ! - 

My Obſcquies attend a ſcornfull Saint, 
Water by drepping oft 
Is wont to make the hardeſt matble ſoft; 
Bur my moiſt eyes procure, 
No genrlenes,but rather make obdure. 
But 1 haye done my do, for I 
Find all things I” milery, 

py 


And 


= -_- I 


l; And to! ſuxyive 
G In yain I ſtrive; 
Since I have ſcen an Angel, 1 muſt dye, 


Jo 
How dye ? why ſo, did nor 
; The Queen of Beauty on Adonis dote? 
{Ml And Paris cenfhdent eyes, 
"i Survey the features of three Deities? 
Ah bur tar more divine, 


Dh... the 


wu | Is my fair Saint then Payjs trivis1l Trine: 
if Whom while 1 court, my hopes but rearc 
A fancy'd Caſtle in the Aire, 

Not unlike thoſe 

That do ſuppoſe X 

Their wiſh cfteRcd in a falling Star, 


Credo equidem nec vane fides genus efſe 
d:arum. 
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Love-fick, Lucilla to her unkinde | 
Shepheard. . 


AN muſt I dye?ard muſt I dye for love? 
For love, that makes me like the Gods aboyc? } 
TfI muſt dyc, what need theſ: flames? belike 
You'l execute me as an Heretique , 
Bur Momus teach meancw A,B, C. ; 
It firm, and faithſull love be hereſic: ; 
If death muſt be rhe. doom of love ;; pray what 
Shall be the ſentence of novercall hare ? 
If zeaJoys loye merit a mortal! curſe, 


Sure hate, a cold devotion merits worſe, 
/ Yet 


(5) 


Yet how unjuſt is thi:eſtories relate 

Miny that dy'd tor love, bur none tor hate, 

Is there no Heibthart may my greits remove, 
No Antidorte *gainſt this hot poylon Love ? 
Pirry yee Gods, pitty my youth, and beauty, 
Sce how each Organ buckles to his duty, 
Cannot my prayers; .cannor my tears prevail 
Whar, ſhall a y ſighs, my, lobs, my groans, all fail? 
Where is the Siſters thritt that goes about 
To cut my Thread erc ir be half drawn our ? 
Let me bur ſee the twylight of my age, 

And then perſuc the: utmoſt of your rage: 


R POET To WIT 37. WO HIT Ye: 


Why was Lucine preſent at my birth, 
Whilſt the propitious Gods -promil'd me mirth? 
| Why came gl» Hymen with his T3pour lighe |, 
To mock me with the hopes of niptia!! night 2 
And why was Venus then aſcendent; why 
Did all the Graces grace me ſince I dye > 
Bur while I thus in yain urge my complaint, 
I looſe my breath, Ah-me I fainr, I faint, 
Deficiam payvi tem; ovis adde moram, 


— i — Le 


To Abſtemia. 


I, 
Never was*in Tove, 
Nor will be for wy parc, 
1] never felt the Archcr move; 
Alas he has no dart 


1 Oc elle ngcyes to hit my hearr, 


Bz - And 
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2, 


A Nd yer doth love I yo, 

In this my boſome reign; 
ur I proteſt "cis not with you; 
Pardon me, Sir, tell you plain, 
Tis with Diana's Maiden t1gin, * 


Zo | 
ANI though ] lend an care 
When you preſent your Ditty, 
Preſume not  afte& your geare, 
Or you, that would ſcem witty; 
Good faith tisnot in loye,bur pity. 


- 


Ence then poor flatterers, 
Jam, and will be free: 
Like thoſe Ccleſtiall Choriſters, 
Ie hugg my liberty; 
Tis that, and only that pleaſe me, 


Phyllis Funcrall. 


Ome now my Lambs your ſclyes addreſs 
$a your dying Shepheardeſs, 

Your appetites awhilc 67% 

And pay your duty tony Urne, 

In life my flock } tollow'd thee, 

Indeath | prethes follow me, 

Come therefore twenty Lambs in black, 


In white twice twenty at their back, 


Twyclve 


(F) 


Twelve ſable Ewes like Widows poore 
Shall as my mourners go before 
Six Weathers ſhall my bearours be 
Arraid in Negrs'sLiveric, 
As dark as night, and fix againe, 
As white as wooll ſupport my train: 
With ſilver tipps let every horne, 
Our ſad and ſelgrane ftatc adorne, 
Creſcent as Phebes, lct each front, 
VVear a ficth Cypreſs wreath upon't 
Ler no rude ruſlet here be ſeen, 
Nor bloody redd ; But flouriſhing green, 
Lamb black,and pureſt white, Thcſethice, 
Summe up my perfeR Elegie, 
The black(my Lambs)doth fignifie 
My loſe of life ; your lolle of mee, 
The white does unto you relate 
My innocence : and Virgin ſtate, 
The green does to the world proclaime 
My lite in wy immorrtall fame, 
Now let mee ſhew yee my inter 
In my laſt Will and Teſtamenr. 

Firſt I this berter p2rt of mine 
To the Elizian ſhades refigne 
And whence 1 had it,I] bcqueath 
To the next aire my borrow'd breath 
Fire ſhall again have what it lent, 
And water to her Elemenr, 
Shall have recourſe, Allil all rerurne, 
My aſhesalſo romy Urne: 
In the next place | here diſpence 
Unto my Lambs my innocence, 
Moreover I aſligne to them 
The grals green Mcadow laft nights d ream 
Preſcnted mee, My Ramms are they 
Shall have my Cornucopia. 


4 11t#1 
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Item, 1 leaye my Virgiu Zonc 
Unto the Bud as ycrt uiblown, 
My Purple Veynes retign to you 
Sweet Violets their azure hue, 
M- blulhes to the Roſe 1 give 
My white ſhall inthe Lilly Lye; 
| My golden Trelles ſhall rep. ire 
The ruines of loſt Maiden hair 
My Globes of light after this 1;| 
Sliall wait on Phabas and his wife, 
3 My lofry my Majcflics tron 


{ 1 cave wo J'das ſublime Mont, 


"i ſe Cherry, or the Ruby rather 

Ihe tinCuie from my lips ſhall gather, 
'L Tis brealt oppoling th'other, puts 

4 Me fo in mind of Cupids Burs, 

| I caznct bur ro him demile 

iy © The place fo fir for exerciſe, 

f Laitly (ſuch as they wont receive) 

; Mine armes I to embraces leave; 

« And now yee know what my laſt will is, 


Farewell wy Flock, ſay farewell Phillis, 


Plino ſinguitibus ores 


; 
þ So Y AAS TIDOI 


| A young Gentleman to his Lady , who 
f /ookt upon him as too immature, 


MADAM, 


[ L »ve you , ſhould I not do fo, 
1 wc:6 an Anchoritc and my Breaſt ic Srow: 
Yes 


bs Cen a, we cr OY 
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Yes FE do love, and humbly here commence 
AﬀeRion uihercrd in with Reverence, 
Deigne bur your-lilly hand, No bold deſire 
Shall wing up my ambit.on any higher, 
Nay it that be too much, letme delcry 
My iudeneſs chaſtiz'd in yout ſcornfulleye. 
I muſt confeſs thele early years of wine 
May look on, but not love Wemen nor Wine? 
Not love ſayd 1 > who can but lovea face 
So winning unleſs of Deucaliens race ? 
Yet while I love and in my breaſt enſhrine yee 
Ir don't topitty, but contempt incline yee, 
Nature will lend my lip a cloak, And than 
I may profeſs, | went not zcal, though man: 
My ſtatures ſmall, And C#/id cannor find 
Me yet; Shrubs looſe th' advantage of the winds - 
Yer ſhould I loye thus yourg, I might produce 
Such preſidents would warrant my excuſe; 
And yours too, Sapho ſum'd up all her joy 
In the embrace of a Cicilian boy 
The Queen. of Greece: loy'd Theſens but a Lad, 
And Cytharea her Adonis had, 
Nay, Love himſelt that God, is bur a Child, 
Shall I then be tor want of years exil'd ? 
Yea I have heard tair Dam(cls fay, In truth 
Of all that I,ve,give me the 'mooth-ckin'd Youth. 
True | am young,and thence 1 dare approy: 
My non-acquaintance with the flights of love, 
You are that wound:d me the $1 ſt 2nd all ; 
Blame mc not then that come at the fi: ſt call. 


T: Arabunda, 


Ur doſt beleive in faith that 1 
Loy'd thee? faith thy. vykiv'ſta iye. 
B 5 F xtirig 


Den. he CIS > ne oee 
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Extinguith therefore thy deſire 

Ere it becomes unruly fre, 

For thy flamss work bur the ſame way 
Wirh mee as the hot Sun on clay. 
No thou muſt rake thy heeles,and flee, 
1t thou wouldſt have mee follow thee, 
Fugis inſequor. 


—_—— 


To Sua via, 


Nor love you, whom the world confeſs 
* * The miracle of prettinefle? 

Thar were an humour to diſguile 

My realon,and betray my Eyes: 
Nocznoe,withour diſhmulation 

Your beauty is too ſtrong temptation 
Had I not tound you the rare thee, 
Y'had liv'd unlov'd, uamov'd by mec; 

] cannot court a common tace, 

Enricht with only one poor grace, 

A torchead handlome, {mooth, and bigh 
A lovely Lip,or Chin, or Eyc: 

Bur pardon Swavia if 1. Love 

Yeu, In whom all theſe graces move 
Deignc then. one gentle ſmile on mee, 
Who will your conſtant Umbra bc, 

So long as either I have eyes, 

Or you have wherewith to ſurprize, 
Chooſe Madam then which you think beſt, 
E.ther hard favour ; or ſcfr breaſt, 


Aut facien mutes, aut nt ſis dura nec Fe efty 
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An Anſwer to the Song call d faire 
Archybella to whoſe eyes.&C. 


My deareſt, 


Rebybella's Eyes : 
1 hough nere ſo faire ſhall nor deſpiſe 
Bur owne thy loyall ſacrifice, 


2. 
Suppoſe her cruell, And a while 


Hir frownes like midnight,day cxilc 
Tis noon again,if you but ſmile, 


=D | 
Wee like our lodging and prorcſt 
So you provide a faithfvll breaſt 
To yow olir ſelf your conſtant gueſt, 


4. 

Nor need you feare finee you impart, 
Your wounds ſo freſh but we have art 
And Balſam roogto eaſe your ſmarr. 


5. 
Ler not a thought that death way give 
Molcſt thee, doubt not thou to liye, 
1f /milcs or teares may but repriye, 


6, 


Dread not my deareſodire a doome 
Forbid it heaven the hower ſhould come, 
That thou ſhou!dfit ſuffer Martyrdyme, 


, | F1 
wW E11, well cis true, That I have loy'd a fo! 
and ir-is you : 

Bur fince I plainly ſee 
Whiltl in pitty lend a fmile, 
You make me conſcious all the while 

Ot your Idulatry, 
1'l: henceforth {quib Jo Wildfire flames and 
| T he adoration of an Als ( ſcorne 
it So fooliſhly forlorne, 


2. 
Come, come be wile and dally nor with Ladies 
(charmtull cycs, 

The Magazine fro » whence 
Loye armes himwſclf, thc Stars I ſay 
Are bright and pow rtull rev, but they 

Have no ſuch ionflucnce. 

We fer us down in Titans glittering thine, 
Reciprocating beame, for beam 

Where Stars thcir hcads dccline, 


— 
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Whilſt yee like fools to deifie us pump and dreine 
Fo an Hype: boly?: (your Schools 
Preſuming that yec highly pleaſe 
Our Sex to ſtile us Godde.ies, 
Alas we know yee lye 


—_—— wa 
by - o 
COOLED 'E of 
—_ "3.7 - 4% 
4 


x EE, 


VVe are bur ficth and blood th ugh our bright eyes 
Surprifing you: infaruate ſcnlc 
Yce deem us Deirigs, 
| Bur 


BR) 


BU: Gnce that Fate has drawn me to the trouble 
[I'e not my labour looſe (of thy prare 
For Ile make uſe of thine own plot 
To let thee know | loyc thee not, 
Wecll,or ill rake ir,choole, 
And therfore lle go get mie a new bar, 
To rid my Chamber of ſuch Apes 
Such Toyes as Sutors arc, . 


(GO love your bead your Muſes, nine and 
(nine times nine 
So you will not lovs we 
For me I love my Dog, my Car 
Nay I would love I care not what 
Soir may nor be thee 
Love you your laughing and your quafting Crew 
1 love my Country aud my King 
Bur hatc {ſuch fools as you, 


SO O05 W—o_—— > — 
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The Virgin Canticle to Gerrard. 


I, 
AVanryee falſc Intruders that my Chamber hanr 
Good faith I can'r 
No not } will not Iiſten to your love- 
No more will ] rkough you would give me all your 
Unbolr my door ( ſtore 
You do but rocks and ſenſeleſs marble 
(move 
For well, yea too roo well ) can your perjur'd fto- 
There's no faith refts ry tell 
In mens falſe breaſts: 
Therefore farewell, farewell, 
| Tis 
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2. 


Tis true, I was ſo fooliſh once as to Loye you, 


But now I ruc 
I ever ycilded untoſuch an ague. 
Bur yer, I'de have you know my friend though 1 did 
One burnirg kr (get 
I had another cold enough to plague you. 
For I who was all fire,am new congeald into all ice 
VVhence you may fnd, 
Though 1 was kinde, 
I can be mierry and wile. 


R 3 ; 


The willow thou thinkſt rorments me bur alas poor 
Ask but my Pillow ( fellow 
If ir can witneſs ere a figh I ferchr, 

Or that on my bed-fide as ina dreame 1 late, 
Moaning my fate, 

| Or out of m-lancholly my ſelf ftreachr, 

1c warrant thee my boy thou't find all circum- 
That maidens too ( ances prove 
As well as you 

Can with diſcretion lore 


4. 


And now I do intend to run through Loyers row 
As well as you 
And traſt the ſweerneſlle of variety, 

For I ſuppoſe there's ſon;e ſweet ſweet in it or yee 
VVould never bc 
So much addificd to inconſtancic. 


Therefore | 


_ — 
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F193 
Therefore Ile ſer and ſee the meſſes uſhers in by 
And taft of this (ſcores 
And that fine diſh ; 
To the hundred and fiftith courſe, 


"- 


In vaine thou temptſt mee Paris whar,wouldſt thou 
Forſworn againe be faine 

Alas 1 valew not thy threadbare Oathes, 
Goe finde ſome other taine foole for 1 have no 
T' embrace the wind | (minde 
No, nor thofe vowes thou purft of with thy 
(cloaths 
If yet thoudft have me , love thee then 1 prethee 
For 1 proteſt (nere come to mee, 


I love thee beſt 
When th cy art fuitheſt from mee 


The Choice. 


Is not thy rubie Lips; ner Roſie Cheeks , 
In which my heart a ful) gontcntment ſeckes 
1 1s not the trealure of thy golden treſles, 
T hat makes me rich , or challenge my Careſles 
Nor yer thy I;ght-diſperſing eycs though they, 
Be the true Phoſphors of the breakirg day, 
Should 1 ſerve beouties obvious to the eye 
Pigmalcons ſtarue then weuld lee the vye, 
And 1 night well (if 1 ſhwuld ceaſe to range,) 
Advantage my attcRior. at the change. 
Bur I baye ſuited at a nobley rate, , 


Then to court paint; Beautics inania ate, 


In 


r—— | 


; 


(16) 
In 'fumme therc's nothing out-fides can impart, 
Hath power to make a conqueſt on my hearr, 
Bur } love yeu,whoſc beauty ill find 
Bur index to the beauty of your mind, 
You are the Pearl that higheft yalue win, 
Being faire without, and cordiall within, 


———— 
er 


To my Coy and Captions Miſtreſs, 


Le court my ſhade no more, bur flce 
From ir, and make it follow me: 
Nor thall the lotty Cedar bough 
To the baſe Bramble, tis too low. 
Ile kncel no more r ungratetul Thiftles, 
'Nur liften ro each Bird that whiſtles; 
1 have fo: got you, and tu day 
I did make Ortes of better Hay, 
I loy'd thee once, but now my ſcorne 
Shall wriumph over thee forlorne: 
He wrap my front up in diſdain, 
Nor ſhalt thou it uncloud again, 
Nogthough one careleſs ſmile would ſave 
Thy caſt-of carkals from the grave; — ; 
Thy tears, and prayers aud looking wan | 
VVetie butto waſh an Tndiax. 
Nay, werrt thoy fair as thou art not, 
Thou ſhouldſt not move my breaſt one jor: 
Nor would I love thee one half hour, 
Though both rhe 1ndies were thy Dower: | 
Though all che Saints ſhould blcſs thy face, | 
: 


Thou ger'ſt not henceturth one embrace: 
I hate thine eyes, ard rather would 
A Baſilick ſhuuld me beheld, | 


8g 
' 
} 


". 


bf 
F 
| 
*S 
(þ 


rat <Y. 


C.xp-) 


To Pulcheria. 


Ur tell me will not Gold move thee ? 

Art thou more hard than Danae? 
V Vha:? will theſe peerlefs Pearls, thele Gems , 
Thelc Rubies rcacht trom Diadems , 
Advance mc no itep to thy love? 
He ery it triviall royes mi move, 
*T may be this Lilly or that Roſe 
V Vin her acceptence more then thoſe, 

Yes much atone, alas I ſhould 

Burt tempt an Jndian with my Gold: 
Her locks are the true golden Flcec, 
Medea ſhew'd her love in Greece; 
And what from Rubies hope I? ruſh 
Her Tips will make the Ruby blutb; 
VVhich ifa ſmile ſhould chance to ſeyer, 
You ſtrait ſhall ſee ſuch Pearls as neycr 
Nature yet boaſted, as if ſhe 
Had only this ene Treaſurie, 
And as for Gems, what ſparks can flic 
Se bright as thoſe ſhort frum her eye? 
Lillies alas avail not much, 
Her body is all oye luch: 
And what's a Roſeſince her Checks bear 
A 7uue of Roſes all the year, 


—_—_— Mt Ot A I TO EEO 


II ern 


LOVE Blndor nt blind. 


——_ 


I. 
vw Hat makes you thiok that Love is blind 
Sincc he dycls in the eye: 
I rather 


(18) 
I rather the contrary fnde 
In all my ſcrutinie, 
For I in love had never been 
Had not mine eyes the obj:& ſeen, 


2. 


And all the world in this ag: ce 
Love is a flaming fire 
Ifthen a fre, nay flame it be 

What need we more deſire, 
To prove that Loye may have his gh 
From that which readers all things light. 


J». 
Tell mee nor that Obfuſca was 
Born' blind, yer lov'd on tiuſt, 
Aqmir the fable; yer alas 
It was not love, bur luſt. 
For ſhee muſt have it underſtood, 
Though nothing elſc,hir fecling's good. 


4. 


But you will ſay where ſtood his eyes 
T hat choſe ſo courſe a wench, 
As Bab fince mcn meet ſuch a prize 
On every common bench: . 
This will be his zerort againe, 
What”, onc mans mear's an others bane, 


5- 


Here's one a horſe face courts whole weight 


Hee knows will come in Gold. 


And 
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And ſo he have the mony ſtraight, 

Let her be crooked, old 
Splay-foor, blind, beetlebrowd,and lame, 
For he ha's that for which he came, | 


6, 


Turne bur your eye and you ſhall fee 
Anothers finger itch, 

To be embracing ſuch a ſhee 
Is neither faire nor rich, 

Ask bur his reaſon and tis this 

My minde to me a Kingdom is, 


7. 
Thus one loves fart an other leanc, 
This his meart ſalr, that freſh 
This a fat Capon, that a Hen 
This man loves fiſh,that fleſh. 
Thus all their humours have, and now 
Heres the good woman kiſt he1 Cow. 


8. 


Who beares the fault now but the boy 
T he wanton boy torſooth 
He with old women uſe to toy, 
And teach them tricks of youth, 
Thus from oftr ſelves we ftill remove : 
Our dotage to the god of Loye, 


9. 
Whom falſcly fools call progeny 
Of Vulcan god of fie, Y 


( 20.) 
If it were ſo then he muſt be 
Prodromus to his Sire 
For out of donbr lhe LOVE did know, 


 Erc he came inte Cuckholds row, 


I'O. 


T Hen let not hollow'd Love beau, blame 
For humane fopcaly:; 
Loye is a pure eclcſtiall flame 
+. Heaven and Earths Mercury. 
Diffus'd on Morrals, let us hence 
Accuſe the Organ, not the influence, 


I I . 
An any yer be ſo unwiſe 
C ” think Love blind thar can 
Creare an Argus hundred eyes, 
To guard a Currteſan, 
VVhom if you lee you may eſpye. ' 
Enthien'd in every ſparkling eye, 


TI 2. 
Þ Ray which of you can ſhoot fo right, 
As he whom yee call bling; 
He ſticks his Arrows in the whire 
Sure then he eyes muſt find, 
Should you'a: Dart at any throy, 
Twere but the blind njan hit the CrBw, 


I3. 
Yea aro ſurpriz'd with each fair face 
, VVith every dimpled Chin, 
/ This 


(21) 

This comly fearure, that ſweer grace 
Are ſnaresto trapyee ine 
VVhar think yee then, not love,l wiſls 

Bur yee,are capt oculis, 


A longing Lady to her long-ſtaying 


L over, 


YG 2m rwenty times hath Titan run his courſc 
From th' oricntall, to the V Veſtern ſourle: 
Since laſt Il ſaw you can ene parting, kiſs 
Suſtain me ſuch an age ofjnight as this: 

How I am zackt in thy unkind dclay ? 

Come my ſweet Phoſpher, come and bring the day, 
Sorrow and ſolitude 1n this ſmall ſpace 

$ Have fgutr'd age on my Hermetick face, 

Go happy Paper be my Mercury, 

And having kift his hand bring itto me, 

That I way be thy Rivall; rell him I 

Muſt ſee him ſoon, cr in deſpair 1 dyc. 

And if he come nor; I ſhall ohinty ſce 

He's out of rown, or out of love with m2. 


__—__. _ 
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A forſaken Lady to her ApoState, 


, Urare thoſe flaſhes fledzthoſe flames quite gon 
Into the aſhes of ublivior ? 

2 VVhere are thoſe Vows , thoſe Heaven-atteſted 
Seal'd on my lips the pledges of our troaths (oaths, 
Whar all amorr, all banithr in a rrice, 

2 All our embraces a fools Paradice? 

3 Then farewell faith, and friend, next time I find 

3 My (cf affetive le cmvrace the wind, 


A mock 


| © 00-3 
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A mock ſong to 
' O Stay by mee—— 


gray not by me feinds ! bur fly mee, 
| For behold I come 
| All in furic,to conjure yeec, 
To ayoid the recme, (mee 
O cone not then near mee ; your haggy looks skear | 
Bur down to your curſcd cell | 
for in hell; 
All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell, 


2» 


Our yee Devills, worſt of evills, | 

Whar do you make here? q 
Such dam'd witches, and baſe bitches: 

I nereſaw as yee're, (me | 

O come not then near me your haggy looks skarec ? 
Bur down to your curſed cell . 
for in hell ' 
All ſuch ſoory ſlurs dwell, 4 


3. 4 
Pluro's puſles are the ſuſlcs 
Thar I here behold 
Dreſt in riffanic like Tyfiphone, 
Snaky locktand old. (nec 
O come nor then neare mee,your haggy looks skat 
Burt down to your curſcd cell 
For in hell, 
All ſuch ſooty ſlurs dwell, 
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4. 
Furies fellowes what is hell looſe 
And yee broke out thus 
* Inyour night-gears like the night mares 
A To mecr Incubus, (me 
2 O come not then near mee,your hagpy looks skear 
Bur down to your curſcd cel 
for in hell 
c All ſuch footy fluts dwell. 
r | FJ» 
= Outupon yee, lle none on yee 
Down yce dan.'d beneath 
Your ill favours and worſe ſayours 
Doc infe& my breath, (mee 
O come net thennear mee,your haggy looks skeare. 
| Burt down to your curſed cell 
L for in hell, 
| All ſuch ſooty ſluts dwell, 


The Furies Anſrer, 


B E content Sir, we are ſent Sir 

Not to trouble you, 
2 Bur ro ſport with and conſort with 

Our own cuttaild crew. (you 
Ler nothing then skear you,for weel not Come near 


? Bur down to our own black cell, 
ee for in hell, 
ar VVe confelle wee do dwell, 

: 
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/ am jam taftyrastartara nigra putes. 


A 
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A Centleman to his Miſtrejs that told 
him he lookt aſqmnt upon her. 


Squinywhy no'? am Tof Eagles race, 

To try mine cyes upon Afollo's face: 
Avmirt ] were, y«t while I louk on thee, 
Thy brighter beams force an obliquity. 
Eagles thould do the ſawe,durſt they but try 
Their Birth right at the radiance of thine eye. 
| VVhar is this {(quinting bur my feeble fight, 
Reverberatcd by thy powerfull light? 
Nay ſhould mine eye right on to thine aſpire, 
*Twould burning-G!aſ-like ſer mine heat on fire, 
Bur fay I could,fince thou thus 11 ghreſt mz, 
V Vhart reaſon have I to look right on thee ? 
Come be not youſo croſs grain'd to deſpiſe 
A breaſt that ſhews her crofles in her cyes; 
V Vhich filently cach other thus reprove, 
T' have let in crucll and ingratefull love: 
So paſling fair,'l ſwear upon a book 
You ate, my cycs upon cach other look 
As in a mazc to ſee Dame Nature place 
All her perfeRion in your only face, 

As Clouds the Creatures of the Sun , ſol 

The nubilous exhalarion of your eye 
Approach your preſence begging 1 may be 
The Umb,a unto ycur ſerenity, 
And could I but my ſelf in the office pur, 
As Caltha with your beams Id'e ope, and ſhut, 
The Flies aze buzzing where light Candles are, 
And ſmoak 'you knew alwaies purſues the fair. 
Daies d' enterchange Embraces with the night, 


And datknel, kiſs the lovely lips of light, 
VVhy 


_ — mm 
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Why then, thou faireſt, art thou ſo unkind, 

To ſcoffc the mole thy beaury madcthus blind? 

Bur am 1 blinde doſt ſay ; Even thence does flow, 

T his ſolace, that the God of love is ſo, 

* And ſquint-cyd, then I may = int, 
The ſun ir ſclfe, lights cencre looks aſquinr, 


t 

[ 

| 

To. Franke, 

| What a1l at once? what nowne ſelfe Franxe? 


Thy bounty over beares its banck, 

» Thad bene a farour yer beyond, 

My wiſhcs, hadſt thou givin thy bond, 

And ({cal'd it with a taitlifull kifle, 

O heread bene enough of blifle. 

Or hadſt chew giverthy hand in part 

As pleUg of thy engaged hearr , 

I kad bene more then well content 

T'have ted my hopes, on the event, 
Bur | am now as others are, 

Suſpitious of thy proftcr'd ware. 

Thou arr too {weer , trotell thee right 

Thou overcom'ſt my appetite, 

Hony's not for all p.llars meer, 

Aud fugar oft wakcs things too ſweer, 

Truſt mce fond Franck, thou art too free 

(Free of thy fleſh I mean ) for mce. 

Thou comſt roo faſt, I muſt Ntep back, 

Aud to be ſhort, 1 feare meeno man, 

Dares venter ro make thee a woman. 

# In markers maides ate'common, I 

Can have a ſcore for a bulls cye* 


You 


( 26 ) 
You praile your ſelfe,and { could wi fl: 
Bur co ſee her cryes ſinking fith; 
I know not what to think, thy face 
Hath ſuch an oleo of brafle; 
And yer thou ſhouldeft be right, for none 
1 har I erc kncy,lelle feare the ſtone, 
On witzm be this inſcriprion ſer; 
Here is both righr, and Councte:fcir, 

Bur thou ſay'ft tis no vſuall Courſe, 
To looke ith mouth of a guift hoil e, 
Yet no mans” bounty ſhall perfwade 
Mce too accept or kcepe a jade, 
Ill tayourd &, ill quality'd; 
Who would on ſuch Conditions tide? 
Thou haſt given thy lelfe ro mee, doſt hear 
Thou haſt a ſhrewd box on the eare 
Would thou hadſt rather given mee thar 
Was left ith maltheap by the Car, 
Thou ſhouldſt have ſaid,will you accepr, 
Or elle they ſelfe to thy ſelfe kepr, 
Theres ſumewha: more then up and ride, 
The banes muſt goe before the bride 
And ater too, vnlelle ſhee bee 
Better then can hopeof rhee 
Thou fly'ſt away to Church & nether 
Bringſt gueſt with thee nor yera fatker, 
Bur ter the firſt ( ſauing your jeaft) 
You will your ſclte be the bold gucſt, 
And for a father, what necd hee, 
Since you will your owne givcr be, 


Way this is the new way we take , 


Each others word & bargaine make, 

Surc here is like to be good docing 

When rampant royles run t];usa wo oi g, 
V Vhy now or never Yerike. 
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Oid mother Shiprons prophehie, 
Yecthou mayeſt ger a huſband ſt:1I, 
Provided thou doſt but fullfill. 
The laſt will of thy grand mother, 
* No more but lor; Reyyember her: 


For my part,mee thou couldſt not pleaſe, 


Though thou couldſt ſh—mece ninepences, 
Nor couldſt thou move in mee delight, 
Shouldſt thou afford mice cyery night 

A, freſh & ſporifull maideahead 

Their fignes ſhould nor pollute my bed, 

An1 yet I may chance loath my life 

Come then and thou ſhalr bce my wife, 
However for your offer Frankey 

I were to blame ſhould I not thank yec, 

Bur ler mace periſh in thy Curſe 


* Ifever offer lik't mee worſe, 


Thou gav'ſ thy ſelfe ro mee ; and 


Giye thee back to thy ſelfGudb'ye 


Te mihi aonaſts,te tibs reddo,ualc. 


An 


(23 ) 


An Epithal. 


on, Mr. B. C. Es Nuplialls, 


CO 


vwW Elcome moſt lovely paire, 
| Through threars of drowniog 


In parents frowning; 
Now no doubts nor deſpaire 
Shall cloud rhe clcarer aire 
Of nupriall crownin 
No counter-plots, no rivalls now ſuſpe&, 
Your wiſhesare ariv'd at theirefte&, 


4. 


INo woefall Willow now, 
Cupid compoles, 
Chaplers of Roſes: 
In which the Bridgroomes brow 
And his faire Brides alſo, 
Hymen encloſes, 
Let Suiters in defires hot embers burne, 


Your joyfull fyres ſhall into Bone-fres turne, 
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On thy cheeks beautcous Bride, 
More all the graces 
In pleaſant paces 
Bleſt hee whom fares betide 
{ Th' Elyfium of thy fide. 
. This, this, thy laſs is 
7 Sweet Bride-groom, but had Love had eyes tb 
E24 ſce her:- 
! No doubt but hee had been thy rivall here. 


4. 


Sing 70, fing a -maine 
Thy cempting treaſure, 
Out bounds all meaſure, 
: Give thy ripe joyes fullreine, 
And fo, fing againe, _ 
11 ViRorious Ceſar 
7 Beware of ſurfers though,thy luſtie cheare. 
/ Ends nottonight, the faire laſts all the yeare: 


4: 


Bur you think long 1 doubr, 
And loves complc@ion, 
Prepares ercQion, 
What though yee taſte of nought, . 
AII day, but nakedthought: 
Night's the next Eaions 
Then you ſhall a&, whar wee but dream,.. delight, - 
Weed wiſh yeetoo (if there were mied)good night. 
C 3 6 Come 
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Com Bacchss coin kr's troule 
The metrric diſhes 
Brimd with beſt wiſhes. 
Mee thinks I ſee the ſoule, 
Ot mirth in every bowle 
Preſeging bliſles. | j 
Your erap's full card, full ripe, youteye diſcernes 
Plcntic; what can wee wiſh yoe mere but bearncs 


Tomy lillie white Leda 
in Commenaa tion of a pale face, 


When red enchaſed in the ſkies wee finde. 

V Vec ſtrait conc:ude tis either raine,or winde, 
VVucn la Rubrick on thy face eſpic, 

Faith 1 expect re ſee thee ſtorme, or cry, 

Lcr chem that-dare condemne thy lvery brow 
Tell mee how they could tancy bloud & ſnow, 
1 hat monſtrous, yea that menſtt yous predut,who 
Could looke ypon't and not his teares evr flow? 
Pray icll mee where the white , & &gamaſk reſc' 
F;o:n the ſam ſtalk buth white,& red diſcloſe? 
Spaniclls and Calves ate red and white tis true 
It you be red and white, pray what arc you ? 

V Vould you commend her for her comly ſnout 
Thars particolourd like a radith roct? 

You'd think I mock you ſhould I ſay you are 
Pure rcd & white as babies inthe fairc , 
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Ifred beſucha grace ; If red ſo plcaſe 

Hauc mce commended torcd Jatices, 

Yct the red roſe is Cordiall, Bur the white 

Is ever moſt commended for the ſight, 

From coſtard-mongers 1 haue underſtood 

Thus much. The red chcechrt apple's ſeldom good 
Ree waxe isvery common, But the white 
Is virgins wax, And a good price ruſt buy'r, 

Pray icll mce now,would you be woc's & praydz. 
To limb your {clt vut on 8 milke white aid? 
Marry cem up; fo when you are to wiite, 

You moy cond cmne your paper cauſe tis whites 
Here, heres an &ii-aberh, will you ſay what ailc 
The ſhillings cauſe you ſee the face is paic? 

That were a picty jxaft, Alas, alas, 

If it were cherty chechr it would not paſle, 

Even Vitriall acmiits a varicus lue 

Some is pure "_ , lome greene, ſome perſc&. 

blew 

Apd feme-is redtcu, Pur tis then conſcſt 

The droſle & Cajut morinum of the reſt 

In Meictyie as Ch,nick tearmes will ha't , 

The white, ſublime, The red precipitate, 
Some Tulips, 1 remember I have ſecnc, 

Halfe red halt whitc, but thy have common been, 
Or were thcy ra:e ſhculd they ccme near my noſe 
The pobe were lie welleeme, then the poſe, 
White Robcs at Nuptialls,ſhew a virgine ſtate, 
Aud why nut white checks prautyes candidate, 

W hat woul d thou think.if thou ſhonlds 1cd clic 
Exch« quoi *d with the white thats in thine eye> 
Thoudtt ſay'tis bloud-ſhor, How then iſt a grace 
Thar blewithes the beſt part of thy face 2 


Bur why doe I thus eagerly allude 
To that whichall but blind mcn will conclude ? 


C 4 The 


(32 ) | 
Th: flyer Moon, the glirtering train of night, 
Th: L./y, Swan, and 'Yeaus Doves are white, 
Buryor lay Reds a modeſt tinfure, ruſh, 
H-r con iznce can not bid her count'nance bluſh 
VVacn ſhee hath done the thing ſhee ought nor 

doc: 

Cem: to hir the n ſheel bluſh as red as you, 


— —— Rubicunda flat, Alba ſerenat. 


—— CC > 


The Poft{cript, 


To the precedent Poem. 


B= ſtay tr y whiteing,thovgh TI took thy part, 
"Twas not to fhew thy beaury, but my arr, 

My conſcience tel]: mee Red & whize beſt pleaſes, 
V Vhite not {cr cft with Red portends diſc aſcs; 
Bur Poets pro,and cen,ſalure and ſlight; 

Tcll yee the Dove is black, And the Crow white, 
] could have writ as much, and given a grace 
Asample , to the Calfe withthe white face, | 
1hus have I made thee faire and fowle ; ſorruely . | 
Staich b; irnere ſo white, comes of but blewly, 
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To M- R. D. 


STR, 
«+, 7 Our ſafe rerurne unto mine cares being come 
I could no leſs thenbid you welcome home. 
Ar preſent I have nothing- worth your view, 
Only my white fac'd Leda, bur ſhee's new 
Aud freſh attir'd, If1 have dreſthir.right: 
Say but the word, And Fhave hitthe Whure: . 


——_— 


Militat omnis amans, & habet ſua Caſtra 
Cufiao. 


1.0 Y E hath his tents & lovers ſouldiers are 
Preſt out to ſerye in an inteſtine V Varr, 

Cupid become a Leader now I finde, 

The proverb, verified, The blind leads the blinde, 


F cn ry — (PE Giaicd 
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To my honoured friend. 


A Gentleman that. in a frollick World needs 
barb mee. 


| | I. 
ButBE N 
Ler mt know when 
E | Thou wilc returne age 1: 
It On thy departuic drew a teare, 
Nur from the wacrie ſurface ot the ſpheare 
No, no it drew it, whiſt, tay there 
L:aſt while fuch newes 1 lend, 

* I much vftend, 

; My friend, 


ig ] 
a4 


: Indeed 
[ Since twwas decreed 
; Thou thoildſt depart with ſpecd 
I could nut chooſe, but heavily luck 
To looſe at once my baiber,and my Cook: 
I w:ll be fworn upon a booke 
1 vt thee wameed have 
My chin to ſhave, 
Poore knavc, 


C35) 
ZJ. 


4. 2c, Bbb an nr 


And clip 
My upper lippe _ 
And make the hazres to skip 
F or having mended my bad face 
Thou good Lawn Bands about n y neck didſt place- 
And cuft my hands,but now alas 
I ſhall, l am ith mind 
No Barber finde 
ſo kinde. 


=" " 
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To William Kemp. 


CArurday laſt faith 111 you ſent mee Sack 

_ By Bacchus ſcarce was worth the ſending back 
Be now atruſty ſoule, and,fend me White, 
Or Renith, which you will but ler't be 1ighr 
Feel out fome cell where P hebus cannot come 
I know #/l will ſend good if V Vill b'at heme 


i Cr er e———_ — — — 


A Gentleman ſurprized with the ſight of a 
Lady unknowne to him betroathed 
to ancther, . 


u Nhappy happincſle,peireing plea fing (ate 

: By tuo good fortune mideinfortunate X 
Ny bl:ft, and blaſted eycs made mee at cncee 
My ſean Fmp tour, 41d © {ivc PIOnOUnce, 


(36) 

VWhar ſtrange offctions on -my-ſpiric ceaze? 
Whercof the cure is w #r{e then diſcaſe , | 
V Vnar hevenly fice is this, torments & Joyes mee | 
V Viich if I bluw conſumes;it quench deſtroyes mec * 
Take here O rake this laye- flaine heart of mine | 
T1115 viftim fallne on your yiQorious ſhrine, 
Only let love ſince ro your pileI come 
H qgnaur my facriffice with gartyrdome, 
A 1d tis-cnough, Since I cant overcome yee, 
ile kiile the Ntroales my fates allot mee trom yee 
Yer on my urne ſhould you one glance contrive 

i'y aſh*s with the Pbeatx might revive , 
1* nor a ſmile, O yer lt pitty Ierd mce 
A figh, that way to the next world commend mee 
Wiiere my then happier eyes may have,the grace 
Freely to tcaſt on your . Setaphick face. 


To my Cozen Coy, 


Tis not for vertues ſake that you, 
Are wont to kecpe. ſo much adce, . 

For wee know by c>perience, 

Ang you by your owne conicience, 

3 hat w-nches will. for all their ſturres, 

Clng ina corner cloſc as burres, 


2+ 


Th-te things moſt take men's palares cyer, 
'Yncy purcha fe with moſt hard endeavor, 
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And thats the: reaſon that yee maids, . 
H »1d up the rate of maiden-heads. 
V Vhich if you were not coy ar.d nice 
AJack a day! would bcare no price. 


3; 


Vray doe not yee your faces ſkreen, . 

To be with dowble luſtcr ſcen; 

VVhar is ir but ro rempr beholders, 

Yee ſhow your naked neck, and, ſhoulders, 
V Vhy doe you elſe pach white with black? 
But th;ar yee wore oth ſame ſuſie lacke? 


4, 


Cold-rounded fres, thenifelyes contraR, . 
And are moſt 'violent in a@. 

And I conceive fair maids defies, 

Arc bur ſuch ſnow-cnviron'd fires. 

And when | ſce ſnuw on their skin 

] judge them then all fyre within.- 


g 


Tell mee who wilide ſo micklc 

*As ſhee that hanrs a convcntickle, 
Shee is one of Adams race, 

That obſerves no tyme nor place, 
Though in the migſt of lent it chance, 


Sheel take it, if ine fleth agyance, 


And 


M4» * 
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(38) 
6. 


And you your ſelf 4bſtemia 

Will ſport and play as well as they, 

I know you loyter but to be: 

Embrac'd by opportunity 

f,nd in things forbid delighr 

To ſhow your ſelfe Eves Daughter right, 


7. 


Tell mce no more of Apes in hell 
Though th' excuſe become yee well; 
Come prettic ſoule tis to no boor 
You cannot live unlefie yeu doe t? 
For the thing that we talk of pleaſed 
Nay more then that prevents diſcaſes, 


8. 


Were'tnot more wildome to be dumb, 
Then word ir to be overcome? 

Do'ut wee in common queans efpie 
Theſe your weapons,nay piſh,nay fyc, 
Thar ere halfe the fight be done 

V Viih that they may be over run, 


9. 


Come cone Girle if thou doſt burnc 
[cc thou bauk'ſt not a good tyrne, 
Thos 


a toner Haw, DR IE: 
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Thoſe bonny laſſes wiſer are 

That know when they are offer'd faire 

Yer if ſhawe bid thee forſake it ; 
Prethee play the maid, ſay nay and rake nt, 


To my pale Pippin 


Paller in ore ſedet ——= 


Er checks are like her blind checks pale 
And wan, Her lipps are lick her taile, 
Her piteous looks may happily move 
Ccmpaſſon in mce; never love. 
Shall 1 bow dewn; or kneel to thar 
Thar ſeems ro nice inanimate? 
So while I tomy ſuire addiQt her, 
I pray with Papiſts ro a Picture, 
Doc yec not ſce how meager death, 
Seems through hir Organs to ſteal breath 
Ard Succubus ha's from the duſt 
Rear'd her to fatzate his Juſt 
Tcl] me pale Phehe dont you clin be 
O!d walls to banquet on the lime? 
1 know you love ſuch feſtivalls 
Your white-waſkt cheeks reſemble walls, 
Say muther pirous, doe you not 
For Oatineal>:ob the Porrige- por 
Run you not into privot bolts 
To break your faſt with ſalt and Coales 
1 wiphr a thouſand knacks repcot, 
V Viiat cou/d I name bu you weld! car 
In ſhome whereef y« uc blow reficiucs 
Your checks, And Jurks wahin your veines, 
[22:1 


Varill ir bee ſubpzna'd thence,. 

By your flagitious conſcience, 

Nor are you lillie like, bur ſallow- 

And ſapje-courenanc'd - like rallow; 

For when your dropping noſe you handle, 
You ſeeme to mre to lnuffe a candle, 
And they that keepe you reape diſprace, 
Whilſt men read famine on your face, 
Natures, bcſfiegd, And all your pores 
Obftrued block up her recourſe 

Whilſt in diſpaire ef life you-burne, - 
For a good huſband, or goode rurne., 
There muſt bce vent, Tis to noe boot 
To talke, you muſt or dye, or doer, 
And ſhould, wee but a while delay you, 


You'd cry - harke harke for life wee pray you.- 


You can no ſuch improvement feel 

In allume poſets or crude ſtcele, 

You know your ſcltc theres nothing can, 
Be ſo aperitive as man. 

Who in the ſweeteſt ſence is ſaid, 

To cure you of your maiden head, 
Which ſhould you bur a while reraine, 
A peſlaric would come in vaine, 


Whar neede men care then for ſuch wivzs, . 


As Marry but to ſave their lives? 

He muſt as much ( that weddeth thee) 
Thy door ; As thy husband be, 
Noe, Ile ro-Bacchus where being come, 
The ficſt atrendamt fliewes a rome, 

The next prerſents a glanceing lalle, 
L.ike Venus in a veniceglalle. 

Wirk that I knock, & as ſome ſp'rice 
] conjur up pure red and white, 

My circles a round table. And 

In midſt. thereof does Hymcn fland 


VVith 
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With a light tapour . when I call, 
To celebrare my nupuiall, 
Here doe 1 a french madam place 
And there a ſweet-lipt ſpahiſh laſfe 
Here all in white a lady dances, 
And there in red an other glances, 
And lcaft mine cyes want frcſh delight,, 
Here ſets, Clarerta red & whit, 
Nor doc 1 complement I trow, 
But tell them plaine*tis ſo and fo, 
Thy firugglc not nor are they coy 
Burt I nay what I will enjoy, 
No there's no'coyle mede for a kifle , 
Though melting melting, melting bliſſe, 
No Mifting from the freindly cup: 
Bur 1 may freely all take up. 
And in cach face if 1 ſo plecaſe,, 
He court myne owne « fhigies, 
V Vho would not then on this fiage 2& Narcitus, 
VVhere liyely lipps fo ſweetly ſay come kifle ys? 


——— EI 
—  — ———— 


Mrs. E.G. 
To hir falſe and faithleſſe lervant, 


Vr whcnce falſe wyerch are theſe delayes; 
Didit thou not ſweare, 
By all that's deare, 


| Should lyons block up thy afſayes, 


Thy Pinnace ſCcorn'd-\uch remorzes, 
much 


h_—_— 
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*. 
Moſt faithlefle of thy ſex farcwel: 
Art not thou hee 
That ' yvow'd to mee 
No fates decrce vor Cjirccan ſpell, 
Should keep thee from jy Cirtadeh? 


J. 


Yer flatterer thou art fleg'd, and flown 
From the warm neſt 

Ot my ſoit breaſt, | 

And like that night thou lett's mee gone 
Ah!/whe would ſuch a traytor owne?, 


4. 


They thar dare moſt, 1 ſce dare leaſt 
Peter pretends 

Mae then his friends, 

Bur being broughtunto the reſt, 

Hee turnes more crayant thenthe reſt, 


$* 


A feeble hermit raz'd the forr 

Of ſecreſie 

Twixt thee and mee, 

O ſhame, Cowards I ſee reſorc 

To Lov's,though not to Mais his Court, 


(43) 


6, 


Think thou the gods thar teſtige 

From Heaven above 

Thy vowes of loye\ ; 

Will quit thee of thy perjury? _ 

1 hat were, ro make themlclyes like thees 


7. 


Well 1 conclude then nothing elſe 
Bur love is dead 

And faith is ficd, | 

Unto the breaſts of infidells '' 


And there, it afy where ir dycll, 


Falſe and faint hearr adiey,nere ſue 
Nor wooe no more, 
As here to fore, 
For here: is all lle anſwer you, ' 
Falſc and faint heart adicu adicu, 


Piget ;nfido conſulniſſe ©ir0. 
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—_— _ — —_— 
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His Anſwers 


Ax why ſo ſharp? in'truth( my dear ) I'muft, 
Accule your furic of unkind diſtruſt, } 
You ſhonld obſerve the end, and only glance, j 
Not dwell on the emergent cucumſtance, ; 
Shall I plounge through th' abifle of danger, when 
I may avoydir; And goe right agen. 

V Vhat you mil-conſttue as ſome light abuſe, 
Reaſon will read a requiſite excule. 

VVhat ſhould wee but invite the publicke ſeorne, 
To boaſt our harveſterc wee reap our corne. 

The wealthy'ſt wights petend the weakeſt ftore, 
And whar they hugge, conceale, 1 doe no more, 
Por knowledge. will bur make us table-ralke, 
VVhilſt love delights in ſhadyeſt pathes ro-walk, 
Forbeare a while my Jove and then cxpe& 

Your patience crown'd with bleſt, with wiſhreffe&, 
Theſe that doe otherwiſe, the werld bur calls, 
Them Poſthumous rothere owne nuprialls, 

Noe, noc, my heart's but one, thovgh for a ſpace, 
I ſeeme to putt on lanus double face, 
In which ſtrange drelſe I yer, would hope I ſhow 
I love thee more then all the world ſhall know, 


& 71 ap > 


(45) 
To the faire Mrs E. R. 


MADAM. 


'are loyely faire, 2nd bur I know, 

You arc not proud, I would nor tell you ſo, 
For my part L commend your ſweet ccmplexion, 
Nirher ter hope of favour , nor affeRion, 
Only fince 1 have litle elſe rodoe, 
I praylc the moſt prayie worthy, And tis you: 
Here's no hard words but in plaine englith thus, 
Y'eare handſns, yonge, cich, vertuous, 
V Vhat can be witht for merc? where nature places 
A hezven of beauty in a hexven of graces, 
Bur if you be os tree 25 you are faire 
Al's nothing , and you are not what you are, 


— 
—_— 


—_ 


Da dextram miſere & tecum me tolle per 


UBAKS, 
Philtts, Charo2. 


Ph. Boar, a Boar Chayom, come ſer me over, 
Ch, V Vho calls hells fatall ferriman? 

Ph. A Lever, 

Ch. And thon ſhalt flaythe longer for't Lyvow, 
Ph, Ycule notbe fo unmercifulll rrow. 

Ch, Left handed luck ight on yee every houre 


Ime croubI'd zotranipo;t luch brands as you 
are, : 


Ph, Nay 


Ph, 
Ch, 


Ch. 


Ca, 


(47) 
Ney good ſweet Charon,com? 

Yes iweeron fill, ; 

V Vhea I have nothing elſe ro do, I will, 

V Vhar > (ſailes 
Greaſe iny Boat , and patch wy ſhattered 
And let me down and reſt mee; 


 Fove what ayle*® (ftath 


This freward parch? come prethee to the 
Iam a ſtranger, come pur off thy wrath, 
Hence Cupids brands, 
Not ſo, 
Le come no nigher: 
V Vhy? 
For youl ſer my pitchy Boar on fire, 
I fry already with tranſporting flames 
Such as have a)Jmoſt drank up al my ſtreams 
Canſt thoa feare that and ſee theſe freſh 
ſupplies, 
So ſtreaming from the Conduirs of mine 
Eyes? 
VVell wcll, 
Nay more if Charon ſhall think good 
Theſe Armes as Oares ſhall wave the ftigi- 
an flood, 
This waſt thy Maſt: And this diſheyell'd 
haice, 
Lle into Cables twiſt ; 
VVell you ſpeak faire, 
Come then; 
I am art hand, bur ere thy foot Boord mee, 
How cam'ſt thou here timely or not? 
V Vhat makes that to my ſpeed? Come waft 
me over, 
And talke of that anon, 


Ch. 


(48) 


Ch. Nay ſoft,diſcover 

Or thou art at thy furtheſt; Truft no tri 
Nor falfities, But ſweare by ſacred Stix, 
VVhicheventhe gods call not to lyes, 
V Vithour the fortcit of their deityes, 
And loſs of Near for a hundred years. 
Speak, Phs V Vhat is Phillis faultic here appeares, 
Ch, Thou canſtnor paſs, 
Ph, The gods forbid O ſmother . 

Thar breath, This death is worſe then th'o- 


ther; 
I paſt laſt night, Thar 1 implunged in 
For love, and muſt 1 dyc again tor fin ? 
Is it decreed? 
Ch, Tris, and figned by fare, 
Ph, lc ſupplicate the Gods then, 
Ch. Tis too late, 
Ph, Hard hap, bur ſawſt thou not my Demophon 
Ch. I aid, 
Ph, VVhere; 
Ch, . Hee is to Elyſium gone, . 
Ph, And left here O Charoy prethee either 
VV Vaft mee to him, or ferch him hither, 
Ch, Neirher? 
Ph, Shall ke live happy? 
Yes, 


Ph, Then let me come © 
For hee knowes I am his Elyfium, 

Ch Thou canſt not wretch? 
Ph, Nee? whether ſhall I then 

Berake my ſeclfe? 
Ch, Toyond fowle foggy fen, 
Ph, And whart when there? 
Ch. Stillride it to and fro, 


Ph. 
Ch. 


Ph. 
Ch, 


Ph, 
Cas 
Ph. 


Ch. 
Ph. 


(48) 
In deep deſpaire as thoſe ſelf murtherers doe, 
__ thou theſe Troops like Autumnnes leavy 
ole | 
VVhar ſclf bemoaning , what urpitticd coyle 
They keep? Bur I ſterne Charg-rhave no cares 


-To heare their plaints; no eyes to [ce their 


cares. 
Have Icontemned life, negle&Red Thrace 
And my imperiall ſceprer tor this place? 
Blame thine own Rathnes to anticipate, 
The ſupreame att of Adamantinc fare, 
Has thou no pitty left for Queens. 
No, now 
] he baſeſt beggar is as great as thou. 
O give me yet a draft ot Lethe,thac 
l may forget the tyranny of fate. 
It cannar be allow'd alas thy woes 
Begin but now 
V Vhen end they then? 
God knowes. 
Pity ſweet Charon, pitty for his ſake, 
V Vhole innocence muſt of my greits pcrtake 
For hee and 1 long fince agreed upon 
This, Hee ſhould Phillis be, I Demoplon 
Our faithfull lipps were pledges of this twine 
Hee giving his heart, [ returning mine, 
Tis 1 have (in'd, And muſt hee beare the 
blow. 
Tis not my heart, but his that ſuffers row , 
O cither yeild then to my juſt defire, 
Or let mce ſuffer in my ſelfe entire, 
Bur if'r may be, Celeſtiall picty move, 
To ſpare us both , and lay the fault on Loye, 


Ch,V Vcl, 


( 49) 
Ch, Weell loye ſhall blind the Gods & pittie ſha} 
For once the faire \ ub be prefigentiall, 
{ 


Or it the Gods will not comnucrate, 
Lie ſteale' thee over tix in ſpice of tate 


Fleftere ſinequeo Acheronta movels. 


nn 
 — 


Miſerum me fuiſſe ſelicem! 
To Mr. H. C. 


HY Palynu7us, never ftcar'd 50 farre, 
As Indla, where the; carthes choyce treaſures 


are, ot 454 ( 
His wooden Caftle, might have ſplic in ſunder, 
And nere arrived ata nine dayes wonder; 
Had Belliſaryys, and I, never ſeene, 
The faithlcfle face of change's changefull queene” 
And tu ſo loftie hopes had no admiſlion , 
How bleſt had wee bene in our low condition? 
Had 4thenais 'not Eudoxia bene, 
Thad bene no wound to be throwne downe agen; 
Had I nereſene you (| faircft zthen my breaſt, 
Had ſtill bene calmie in its hayen of reſt, 
Whar rh*eye nere ſees, the heart nere grieycs? had 1 
| Nere drank art all, then had | nere bene dry, 
I ſaw you byr, and the wing' archers boy, 
Drawn by the attrattives of your cycs pci:c'd 
through; 
My heart, ſo did hee from thoſe eyes procure, 
His bole, his bowſtringe , and his cynoſure, 
| D Vnlucky 
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Unlucky Juck,wirh Joy and woe it fills mee, 
Tarantula like, it makes mee laugh, and kills mee, 


Tis thou haſt wounded mee, and 1 muſt meer 
My cure in thee, O my ſyeer, bicter-ſweer, 


Ssc ih; res eadem onlnus opeweque tulit. 


— 


A. B. Toan Iriſh Gentlewoman 
that ſlighted him. 


WHar time my bloud ſhall boyle ſo in my Mines 
As I ſhall need a cooler for my reynes, 

Le call on 7. fairer far.then you are 

Shall eaſe me of my Cod-peice Calentire; 

Bur if a Priapiſme puc me hard upont 

Ic keep a Cow: Andnert an Jrith Ronr, 


pe EEE 


To my noble Cofen Mr. R. C. 
coming in monr1 ing to be 
merry with Eis fronds, 


ANd whyin-black > what means this nights arra 
Since | am frolick as the day? 
Why comeſt thou thus in mourning to thy friend 
þ . As ifromindehim of his end? 


] 


(51) by 
In ſuch ſad weeds the unwellcome Raven com? 
To croak out our dererminated doomes: 
Shake of theſe myftic toggs, that wee may know, 
How much wee to thy viſit owe, 
Come nor as thou hid'| treaſon in thy ſhrowd , -. 
But lend the ſweltring Sun thy cluud. 
So ſhall hee ſer him downe and ſlumber, while 
Thou cher'ſ us with thy ſmilc; by 
How ill contrived is that companic Sy 
VVhere one does laugh, another cry? (black 
This man is cloathed in whit, that blew , thou 
Even juſt like Zeffery. lames and lack. 
V Vhart will the world coneJlude when they ſee thee 
In this fleabirten liverie? 
Wee laugh, you lowre,wee finge, your ſerious ſtate, 
Scemes to aftc@ the marbles fate, 
This diſcord is unmuſicall come, come, 
Vncaſe unmask*, aud let each roome, 
Thouglideſt through , ſs radiant appeare, 
As if the orbe of light moved there: 
Breake out bright Soulc, & give our wander birth 
Ar the Meridian of thy mirth. 
Truſt meetr'were good and rarc,burt I ſce plaine, 
Thou bring'ſt old faſhions vp againe; 
Thy preſence was a banquet and thou didft, 
Preſent adeachs head in the midft, 
So all thy courtefic ru'ns upon cruches, 
Like him,makes a good fcaſt,and grutches: 
But, prethce, ſhall 1 chis a viſit call? 
Sucr thou cam'ſt to my funerall ; 
Oc Yr becauſe thy clothes gainft ſurfers be, 
mementoes of mortaliryc? 
oft come to laugh, And let good chear to wrack, 
And yer bring Lent upon thy back? 
Nere fear good Coſ- Heres nathing need; 
Such oyermonito: y weeds z 
D 3 V'e 
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Wee haye not to-preſnt you, what is rare 
4 Only yare wclicome ro our country; fare; 
\ | Good powderd beefe , good n.utton and good 
ſherrie, 
And ſo, and ſo, I pray be'merry, 
With which accept our hearts; wee could extend 
no more, ſhould a'll the Gods deſcend. 
And it this paper find acceprance too, | 
: Thac's more {ir then | promiſd you, 
Bur I had rather be abrupt chen tedious, 
And therefore thus, and only thus , 
You come in mourning, but when you returne, 
You miy leaye of , but we muſt mourne, 
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A gratus ades 
Tomy highly honoured cozen My B, C. 
Comming to N orwich. 


And art thou come boone Bey? then Norwich ſay, 
[ hankes ( noble Phoſphay ) for this wiſht for day 
Then wellcome, wellcome, be they ever dumb: 
T bar lay not now wellcome B, C. wellcomc; 
Had I bene mute from birth, Inow had broke, 
All rounge tyes, and with dumb borne Atis ſpoke; 
As Fpve came downe the trifle ro diſcufle, 
]T*wixt frogs and mice; ſo camſt thou downe to us; 
Both from a bore:thoughghere ſcme difference lyes; | 
Hee came from heave'ns,thou fromearth's paradiſe, *! 
Yee both deſend , being both divinely bright, 
To d.zle our infericur Orbwith light : 
The country ſwaines* cauſe they alas could ſpell 
No higher title, call thee Collenell; 


Some 


al SAG Lc Re; Ae 44s 


(53) 


Some wiſer though then others, reaping con. g 
Thinke thuu art Ceyes, and reſound their horne. 
Dc voutly beg thy largelle, and our vyey 

The thunder with the ecch'o of their ct y. 

Burt when thou cameſt in at Srephens gate, 

Thou gav'ſt our city cauſe enough of prate; 


' © how the people hurry, hurry ran, 


"To gaze upon thee as If more then man! 
Whar hcards of Aproners at every looke? 


Read onthy robes Norfolks iluſtrous Duke? 


Weavers, like ſhutles, here , and there pecp our, 
And make no workon'r for the revell rout, 
W ho finding how in yaine they ſtrive for roome, 
Each in a fuftian furrey ro his loome, 
Rerutrnes, And armed with his well try'd beame, 
Leyels his paſlage through th* opoſing ſtream ; 
You'd laugh to ſee, how Taylours skipr abour, 
As mad asdogs to ſee themſclues cur out, 
VViſhing theire needles had no eyes ſothey, 
( Poore theeyes ) might ſee their bellytull ro day, 
The that her ſrom the top oth' houſe, ſcing all , 
Capers as if hee car'd not for a fall; | 
Buc cis too tedious to recite the reſt, 
They that were part oth Crowd can tell you beſt; 
O how they ſhrunk inte each others arme / 
T'was a great mercy, that there was no harme: 
Their bodycs twin'd, and rounges lay never :ill, 
As it the rout had bene a twiſtring mill. 
In deede the Mayor, ana all the ” «0 Donnes, ' 
The bells roo, and the thunder thumping Gunnes, 
Had bene your enterrainment; þur of late, 
Tis ſuperſtition. and growne ont of date, 
Nor had [| thought t'hauc writte, bur your advance, 
Conſtraindmee, Orphens, playet,& trees muſt dance. 
I am created poſt by my Theame, 
Lice Mcmnon's ſtature by Apelles,, beame. 

Is 
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To the worſhipſull A. D. his Maje- 
ſties Phyſttian Croſſing the 


$ cds, 


Cceprt his ſad farewell, Sir,who here ſings, 
**As dying Swans do at Meandtys ſprings; 
Farewel), Step there; O how the ſurges rile, 
into a brynic ſpring-tide from mine eyes? 

As it yet hope were left that theſe ſalt owes 
Miphr lend you Sea room ,or clſe drown ty woes: 
Aud lcaſt you want wherewith to fll your ſaile, 
My fighes {well up themſelves intoa gale; 

If ftili be-calm'd, may you at Icaſt yet fande, 

The proyerb true in this, my Words, are Winde, 
Mecane time I ſhallto «£0lus repaire, 

That he would breath you winde enough and faire, 
And then, to him commands the wavye Ceuurt, 
To chyde the Dolphins from their ominous ſpert; 
Next ile entreat the azure-mantled skies, 

To ler their ſmiles,be your faire auguricsz 

And may your thankfull patients, beg of heaven 
Health for you,Sir,who health ro them have given 
If among us to rearrive you pleale, 

VVeel iay, Phebus comes from th' Antipodes, 

If yeur return though,be deny'd by fate; 

Live Neſtors years in Avicenna's ſtare, 

And -#/culapius-like confirn:e the Earth 

With faith, that you are of immortall birth; 

T his boon I beg, Sir,and this only one, 

Now, and then, think on your poor Szevtinſep. 


To 
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To the City of 
| _ cxeetia 


I 


Ne t out. of Love, but fear of ſollowing evills, 
The Moores of India ſacrifice to devills; 
So we to Norwich did invite Sir Thomas, 

O1ly for this, 10 git bim further fron us. 


—————— CT eo ere eee 


To Mr. R..C. pou 
The Mourning Ring he ſent mce, 


We” fall 1 laugh, or weep ? this preſcnr, 
SO”: 


Preſent met a neceffiry of both : 
How can I chooſe bur ſmile,when 1 behold 
My Jucky ftarrs laden with orient Gold? 
Bur when I ſce it through black Curtains peeping, 
Ah mee / I think, &c, fall a weeping, 
My ps flions fight.and flow, and it appearrs, 
Exceſs of joy, as well as grief, finds reares; 
VVhilſtI fs rapt Narciſſus-like eſpie 

Sun ſhine, and ſhowers, play Ajrill in mine ey; 
; P Yy eYez 
See how the Gold bepreps in ſable ſhrouds, 
Like Phebis poſtirg through the rainc-ſwolne 

clouds; 
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And well the mile holds,the black preſcnt 

ms ferting,and the Gold his crience. 
Herenightznd day Luna and Sol apypeare, 

Ax iftruc Aquinox wet only here, 

Nor ſhould 1 much miſtake the Aquipage, 

To calc the golden,in the iron age; 

I may go boaſt, I on my finger weare 

The pythicſt Hyeroglyphick of the yearc: 

For I can ſummer in thy poſic rend, 

And winter to the life in thy deaths head; 

Pretty, and precious guitt,ir ſhowes co mee 
Buth puritic, and perpetuity; | FOO 
For whilſt rhe Gold thy pure love docs commend, 
The Ring inſtrutts my thanks to know no end, 


—_—  — 


| To=——ypor 
s SY bis Liting mee a Library, 

Ow ſay you Now? think you, I do nor pleaſe 

My friend well, to obraine fuch guifts as cheſe? 


VVbhara whole Library at vnce 2 who lookes | 
Upon ir, muſt conclude; mee in his books, 


_ es,” 
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To a Gentlewoman, that refuſed, 
A very 14h $1#!or , becaule } oct 
he was not ory hand- 


ſome. 


'Aire Coſen, let me in this caſe adviſe, 
þ Te quitt your fancy: and give reaſon _ . 
41 cy 
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They that chooſe apples by their looks,are off 
F oild in their hopes, and for their fo! ly ſcoft. 
Tis not the outfide makes the man, Alas 
A man's a man,.had hee no Noſe on's face, 
Yuur Lapidarics fot unoften note, 
The 1arcft Jewell in a ragged Coat: : 
T his Genleman whoſe double duty ſerves you, | 
For ought | know, is one thar well deſerves yous , 
Forſake your eyes here,and truſt to your care, 
Hees ſuber,ſteady,ftaid,and fit to ſteare 
In this rempe tuous 2ge ; hard hap betides | 
Such vellclls as haye green heads fur their guides? 
Bur. you ſhall ride amidſt proud waves ſccure, 
Hee being Pilor, And you Cynoſure, 
I could buth name the partics, and the places, 
Had bargaines toule enough of the faure faces, 
Nor yet is liking allwayesbcautics child, 
Same haye more wit then ſo tobe beguild 3 
Bezutics a bloſſom,and fo quickly fied, 
Tis ſcarce policſ}, ere it be vaniſhed: 
Strike while the Irons hot Col. leaſt you find 
The Proverb true, occaſions bald behin 
To i.e the man ſeems paſſing lovely, Tu, 
His beauty*s inward, Good wine needs no buſh 
Hee's rich ecough to make the world his d<cbtor 
Leve,and lay hold theygf&tYome comes a beer, . 
] had not writ thus math,burt that I know 
Yuur Parents own ir, and «dviſc you ſo, 
V Vhoſe direRory pleaſure bur ſullfill, 
And you do well,thovgh you Go nere ſo ill: 
Read,and reviſe thele lines, ſweet Cof. leaſt you: 


V-Vhilſt you your ſelf make faſt,your ſclfe undoe,. 
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Toa faire Lady. 


M 4a D 4 My 


He: is the task to write to ſuch as you, 
' 4 For if I give you but whars halfe your duc, 
Such as are unacquainted with your worth; 
Are apr to ſay, I highly ſer you torth; 
Whilſt cheſc that know you, . muſt conclude, with 
mee 
Your prailc *aboye the firaine of flatrery, 
They chart nere ſaw the glory of the Sun, 
Would think the Moon lights only parragon; 
So fuch, ro whom ſcarce a good face is knowne, 
Meaſure your beamfull beauty by-their owne; 
Whilſt, ſaw they but your face, As in amaze 
Theyd worthip, what they wonder I fo praiſe; 
Could you ( faire ſoulc ) bur parcell out your 
graces, 
There were enough Ocnrich a thouſand faces 
And ye your ſclfe ſuch ſtore, as (though your 
'ighr,. 
Have hy them ſtarres ) you'd till be Queen cf 
nighr, 
Bur hold wy Muſe, my paper is halfe done 
And I haye ſcarcc her ftory yer begun. 
Bur that would ask{(t9 tell you what | think) 
A world of paper, and a Sea of Inke, 
Of Inke ſaid I? 1nke alas ! would make thar, 
A ſpotred fame, that is immaculate, 
No, I will rather never write at all, 
Then mention her,who is all-ſweer, in gall : 
WE nS, Hee 
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Hee that the Bow-bell of her praiſe won'd ring, 
Muſt pluck a pincon from a Seraphins wing. 
And write in Nettar till her famc appears 
An anthem ro the muſickof the ſpheares | 
Bur to leave what only my with effis, | 
My fancy to whats feaſible dire&s; 
Ile rob the Swan of her white quill and then 
Wirth the ſame pen-knife that 7 make my pen, 
He lance my purple yeynes, and therewith write 
Her ftory, like her ſeltin red,and white, | 
And when my blond ha's all forſook my veines, 
Let mee bur be her Martyr for, my pains. 


a ah. _ 
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Tomy Miſireſſe. | 


O leve me ever all yee powers divine; 

| As I love her, whom hope perſwades is mine: 
Rich then and happie were I, thſis to winne 

1 A beauty, Heaven without, and Heaven'within, « 
; Had 1 the world (as Alexanders heire) 

Lefr mee, a patrimony high, and faire 

| Enough yee'd think , yer. 1foer allthis ſtore, . 
Excepr ſhee whom 1 loye, love mee; am- poore.. | 


The 
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Tae nuddle Siſter. 


Tllkgzt;, 


i D \me natare ſeems ro make your Siſters ſtand 

| As handmaids, that attend on cither hand; 
To right, or left 1rurne nor, Poers ſay 
The*middie is the beſt,and ſafcſt way, 


I view the Temples,and I-Gnd them three, 


Fi Byr ſtil] the miqgdle Temple gocs for mee: 
be Your Siſt:rs are like banks on cither fide, 
g Whilſt you, the Chryſtall Rtreame, berwixt them 


glyde; 
Tis light at morne, and when the day declines, 
Bur yer, the brighreſt: Syn at midday ſhines: 
Mcchinks your Siſters, ſtand 03 cither fide, 
Like Bride-maide, you,in midlec like a Bryde, 
Doubtleſle in you the middle grace I'fee 
O 1-this fide Faith, 'onthar fide Charity; 
My fancy ſcems to diftate to wy lence 
A Cawſway,twixt two Dicches or its fence, 
Tix im oth and filent floods,in mile flow, 
B 1 «ihe ſhores murmut;cauſ; thwater s Tow. 
An41. now [I tell you, bur what the world knows 


a Full welt, berwixt ewo Netles firs a Roſe, 
4. 
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The joviall Journey. 


UP Phebss up, and guild the horizon, 
or loye, and beauty,arc a ptogreitje gone, 

Stand nor to gaze, lcaſt thy too curious eye, 

A fairer Daphnc,in this Coach eſpic; 

And theu great Prince of winds vouchſafe to us 
The gentle guſts of ſweet breath'd Zephe) us; 
Come yet anſpicious Choriſters ot. the aire, 
Ler theſe faire Ladies ſce-yee promiſe tare, 
C herp up (ſweer Syren of the woods)nere fare.” 
Here Is no Tervens, come be merry here, 

And if the duſt, it ſelf roo proudly reares, 

Scme gentle Cloud-rebuke it with its reares? . 
Ler the Earths green Pluſh, and floſcular ftarres 

our vye + 

The brighrer Orbs,of the ficft warning «kie; 

Let cvery brook preſent ſo.;c pretty toy, 

And eyery hedge be lin'd wah travellers joys 
Grant fates, no inauſpicious hare moy chance 
To crelk,yee,through unlucky ignerance; 

Bur as the morning ,lo the evernng may 

Anſwer the beauty of a pleric us day, | 
Then Sun, Wing, Birds, Raine, Earth ard Howers 

conſpire | 

A haimonyn<xr the Celeſtial] Quire, 

And when {:icids mect,be your en braces ſuch 
As lovers; thst each rinuts abſence grutch, 
Whilſt aththar ice, adwite your greeting. hifle, 
As it the body met the loule in bliſe, 


Ts 
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To my Rivall. 
Preſenting my Mrs. Gold upon 
Her Journey, 


(flceces? 


& How now ( my heart of gold ) what mean theſe 
| Haſt broke thy heart and & given it her in peeccs? 
Oc didft thou throw thy gold into her lap, ; 
{} A ranſom for thy ignorant eſcape? 
k Wouldſt elſe be ia the liſt of fame enrolld, 
£ To court thy love like Joye in ſhours of gold. 
| Stare-policic in faith, they winethe Towers, - 
Thar ſhoot gold bullccs at the Governours. 
T hou haſt good reaſon too, ro-uſc rhis ſort, 
Of golden battery, to fo ſtrong a fore, 
Beielve mee, this was a well coyci'd bayr,| 
You hope, ſhee will in loves exchang repay'e, 
I hope ſo to , faith ir was ſauey ſport, 
Should you not ger her portion morrgag*d fort, 
T'may be you werc in feare to looſe ir, and : 
Made an atlurance office of her hand, 
Or did the charmefull ſparkles of her eye, 
Dant your faint hart int? a dclivery? 
Goe charge the country then, tor itwas done 
Jam your witneſe bectween ſun, & ſun: ; 
You that your gold thus to a virgin yeild, 
| Doubrlefſe a buſh had robd you in the field; 
How if some theif ſhould ſtcale away her hearr, 
And of her portion take thy gold in part 2 
This were a double miſerie, for then you 
5 Looſe both your gold, and your adventure too. 
A! Tmay be you think you have good anchor-holde, 


L And in her pockets bottom chruſt your gold. 
| Een Maidens | 


(63) 
Maidens are mutable, be wiſe, beware, 
1] he wind, & waycs, not more unconſtant are. 
Bur you hue balavc'd hir with gold, leaſt ſhee 
Should ſuffer thipwrack in her le vitic: 
Faith you abulc your ſclfe_ and her much more 
To give her monic; Give itto a whore; « 
For I muſt anſwer tor her, ſhee don't carrye, 
The necdygatb , of one that*s merecn:rye: 
I wonder thee would rake, Bur tis an old 
Proveib; that none but madfolke refuſe gold, 
Bur all the world ( ſhould you be now deſcited ) 
Would ſay-, A foole and's money is ſcone parted 
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Vpen a Torter Catchi:g a 
Gentlewoman as ſhee paſt by bim. 


Laſt night a Porter , ſtanding by the pye, 
Ar Algate, ſaw a handſome Jafſe com by, 
To whomec hee fi.w with all his ſprede rocourt her, 
1 wonder, forſhee did not call a porter, 
Still hee. did hugg,and is his armes enfold her, 
As if he meant to heave her on his ſhoulder; 

Hee wound her ſo , a ftander by ſtair ſwore, 
Some gentleman had ſent him tor a whore, 

Shee cald him togue,and lure ſhee cald him right 
Yer hee, thee ſhould not gocslware by his lighe 
Porter ſaid I take hecce, though ſhee be nor, 
Too heavy , firrah, ſhee may be too hor. 

Befides (hee's of your trade, And free, ſhee beares 
As many burthens as you for your eares: 
Though with this difference, ſhee beares her pack, 
Vpon her belly: y vu upon your backe. 

Yee both weare baggs, diſtinguiſt the ſame way, 
With Fryers ſhee ot black, and yon of grey; 

: You 
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You have 2 pad,and ſhee,for ought 1 ſaw, 
Was like enough to have a pad ith ſtraw: 
You have a Cord you do about you caſt 
Shec had a cordic robe about her wal; 
Both have your aprons.Say you bave a frock, 
So hee haes that will rime ro it aſmeck, 
Shees call'd vpon,and calls upon her too 
Soumctimes & Porter ſuch a knave as yov, 
Bur J perceive you well whereto ſhe ply" de 
And had the fit come on you now to tide * 
Jf nor, you arc a lafi: leoby right, 
To ſtiuggle with a buithcn was fo light. 


Ara Tapſters wedding. 


—_ J will rell yen now a prettie nick, 
This Tapſter , gat the wench ,uſt in the nick, 
Shee was; ſtay there / Bur why ſhould | beJoath 
| Torell the truth > thee was, as light as froath: 
Hence I perceive,the Proverbs ſome mes croſt, 
For thee that's liplit, dces nor lye uppermoſt, 
Shce had been broacht a hundred times befores 
No matter, he had rapr as mary morc; 
Shce's modeſt thovgh,, as I'mc an honcſt man 
Shce bluſhes, juſt L.ke any Cedar can, 
And cauſc fnecl be a ſmiiking 1c gue,ſhce ſweare 
ſhcel ſnatch the ſmiles from all the lavghing bere, 
Bur heres enough of her,lcts kifſe the Cup 
And if her Huzband wont: wecl ſtep her wp. 
As for his part, hee was ſo crankyhis geare 
Out of kis Codpeice, flew like bottle beres 
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Bur ſhe hoping the worſt did cap ber thigh 

Cloſe to the -—= that nexe a drop went by, 

She was # thrifty wench he got from Wopping, 
That thought it fin to looſe the Jeaſt rap-droping. 
1 heard her ſay my ſclfe though he ſhould fill her 
Up ro the brim,he ſhould nor want a Killer: 

She told him of his wcnching roo, and ſwore 
Unleſs he Icft ir , ſhe would quit his ſcore; 

Ner ſhould he ramble up and duwnihe Town 
Nor draw through an+ Falſert bur her own 

Faith if you do, (and cut an Oath ſhe laſhes) 

He find you out ameng ycur balderdaſhes) 

And if you tralops muſt not be forborne, 

Ile break your pots: And make you rink in horne, 
Bur end the jeaſt adding one more t'out palle it 
Sec here the Spiggii's marrigd to the Faller, 


— 
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Summer. 


Naked caſt their (kins, and chey are yourg 2g'a 
 Surnmers the ſubſtance, wint: x the caſt »kin; 
Summer is Youth in ſprightly Zquipage, 
Winter's decrepit cralic,uſclcls Age- 

Sol*s aureat beomes lo guild the worlds vaſt ſtage, 
Twere ſmall miſtake,ro calt the golden "ge; 
Summers all praiſe, whatnecdit then a Poet (ir 
to ſpeak it faire? fince who know nought elſe, know 
I might imbe11ifh ſummers ſweer cxwplexicn, 
Call Winter death; Summer the reſurretion,) 
And when n y tale with all ny art is told, 

What will the world conclude wy news, but 016? 


Nor 


/ 
: 
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| Nor is it more then children uſ* to ſay, 

\ A ſum nervy evening, is a winrer« day, 

Burt lle abruptly off, and whar 1 have, 

Begun abſurdly z as abſurdly J-ave; 

Leaſt I goe ſcale the ſpheares,aud blinde with light 
Set in a cloud & ſimply ſay, Good night; 


— —_— 
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In prayſe of winter. 


6; T Onour and Age inhabie the ſame ſpheare , 
4 Winter is the antiquity of the yeare: 
hb Grave fgniour Hyems, fo his hoary pare, 


Aad ſnowy beard, denounce his aged ſtare, 

See but how like a ſtatlye traveller, 

Northward hee comes; Autumne's his harbinger, 
Fhar bids the trees unmalk , unucyle their creaſts, 
That he may read ſub;niſfſion on their breaſts; 
Whilſt their green offpring lowly tall, ro greer 
The potent preſence ot his ſtable feer, 

The gawdy bankes pack up alas! here comes 

No midwife 4p+4/l,to untceme their wombs, - 

Wh Nay here the ſhowr*d downe waters, ſtand amaz'd, 
Wa Rivers are Chryſtalliwd, Neptua's hall is glaz'd, 
Yi Spours have their pendents,paulcry rhatch receives 
; Teanſocens Chryſtall, And adornes his Eaves, 

f 1 z1a's afable, bur I here preſume 

To juſtific, that Zove deſcends in plume, 

And that the ſtupid Earth may know he comes, 
The Heavens ſcnd down whele ſhowers of Sugar 


plums. 
+ Whilſt treers are pay'd with Pearl: Lert ſummer 
FE | boaſt 
wy Such pomp, ſuch cares,and all my praiſe is loſt, 
l ; | Bur 
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Bur here*s nor all of winter; you ſhall fee 
Hi: p:ovidence for moitall wights, whilſt hee 
Lock u| thic 4 inc if bolome of the F arch, f 
Tili Cones Bl flo ic with a thriving birth, ; 
How would the blade endure tht? Aolian tugges 


: $ 


Burt niet gull ds vt with hi 'now-white rvgge? 
We n ay conclude | p* wer. ir *©.at he can 
Enjoync the & p53 a4 p<NNance 2: @ man. 


The laucic Duſt crc kt intro mudgand mire, 
Mcrits no mention, our 17poits are higher: 
Sni:mer breeds ſurters,and infeas the bloud, 
Winter is haile againc,aond makes all good: 
Is beauty of cſt.cm? then winter can 
Boaſt, hee abſtergeth Sun mers freckled tan : 
Ladies ſo [pruce to captivate mens fight, . 
Borrow March winds to make that ſpruſeneſle 
white, 

Winter makes men couragious, who dare 
Dance upon Th-tis lapar midſummer, 
In Summers dayes even length, and lazineſle meer 
Wintcrs are ſhort, The Prove: bs,ſhort and ſweer, 
T heres nene ſo bad to be call*ddog-dayes here, 
No no we move not in ſo baſc a ipheare: 
No ſcorching Sun cftends, any man may 
With a good faggot make a Summers day, 
What entertaii ment toa winters toaſt? 
VVhat Chiiſtmaſle, pray, can Zune or 7g!y boaft? 
Summer alas hath no Zolian breath , 
To reſcue his periſhing ſouls from death, 
Flame-colourd hcarth, eycn readyro expire, 
Leoks pale as athes, Sol puts out the fire, 
Trees ſtrait are loprt then and their vergdanrt locks 
Borrow'd, to border o7t the Chy mnic flocks; 
Set out with trunks of trees, ſlumps, 21 mes and all, 
As if the Chymnic were ſome Hoſpital); 
In winter time the hearth ſtands alter wiſe, 
And men with hands ercQed ſacrifice. 

'VVkiltt 
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Whilſtin around the Prieſts of Bacchu; fing 
Ingenious Aathems,to their grape-crownd King: 
| In winter men at cold m-at make a piſh, 
, In Sur met they are glad of ſuch adith; 
Winter hath boyld, and bak't, and roaſt,Ala./ 
Sui mer turnes men,as nen do beaſts, to graſle, 
24 W VV inter makes watrres of teaſe, who would nor thax 
F, If peace and plenty have no praiſe, then whar? 
I wight enlarge my ſclt, bur chus farre may, 
f Suffice to travell on a winters dsy. 
6 VVho likes nor this, a gods name let him run 
[> Our of Gods bleſſings, into the warm ſun, 


— 


Upon Yorkſhire Al-. 
I” 


POx rake your Torkſhire Ale, 
© Ir did fo firk my tale 
| Thar that I had like beſhir mee; 
Beſides , ſo damnd a tumour 
Poficſt ics divellith humour, 
As it had a!moſt ſplit mee, 


Tz 


Now hang thee tike of York, 

Ve | Thou giv *ſtus neither Cotk, 

By. Nor yet conyenient wedges; 

"þ | And know'ſt thy wylie wort, 

75, Is wont to make us ſquort 

1138 Over a thouſand hedges, 

jf Thar 
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That men ſhould fic and fuddle 
In ſuch afink of puddle 
And to, and fro ſo put her; 
Juſt ſuch Ambroſia ſucks 
| A Company of Ducks 
Our of a filthy gutrer, 


4. 
For my part lle get bay'r 
And in my belly lay'c 
Having drunk this dirty floud: 
VVhar ere my palat fecles, 
There cannor but be Eels 
V Vhere there is ſo much Mudde, 


5. 


No marP ſuch nappie ſtuffe 
As falling Band, and Ruffe 


Throughout rhe Cirry, haunts it. 
VVhen Il drink any more, 


Then call mee ſuch a whore, 
As ile call her that launrs ir, 


6. 
Dovbrleſle the men nre mad 


VVhere water may be had 


Thar ſoop ſuch naſty gore, 
Some cal[*ta remedy . 


Apainſt the None, bur 1 


Have laid a ſtone at dore. 


a 
_—_ 
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To humout palats, Bur for mine alone. 
Give mee your dealing and your drink right down. 
Have at thee then (my boy)for a blyth pull, | 
VVecl wrap eur noſes up in thy Lainbs wool: 
And when our Cups advance a lofric hemme, 
VVec'l hum thee up 7o'vn of Hie/#ſalcm, 


The Poſtſcript. 


To theprecedent Pocm. 


U: what? your afgry, twas not my intent 

To ſlay the Lamb; or hurtthe innocent, 
V Vhiſt / whiſt for ſhame / leaſt people as they paſſe 
Say, Look yee there dwells Ba— lax and his Als, 
Come Ffack be wiſe and thy ſclt ſober keep 
And thou thalt be mine Hoſt,when they are Sheep 
Tel them the reckning twice twelve pence a pecce's 
J le warrant thee that thou ſhalr ger their fleeces; 
And let them then come, and laughthee to ſcorne 
V Vhen thou haſt rurn'd them our, like ſhecp new 

ſhorne, 


In Commendation of 


Yorkſhire Ale. 


\y/ Oman be nimble, and let's fee rhy craft, 
My early ſtomack craves a morningsdraft; 
Bring me that Indian por whence I may ſipp 


The N:Qar of black Cleoparras lip: 
Th 


n 


| (70) , 
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| To my right well reckord host 
| at the Lamb. 


MJZ* hoſt, or ſhepheard whick is fitter title . 
Since you keep iheep,though in the barly pyrle; 

They ſay, ther's many a well provided ran me 

Comes to turne- of his horge with your ſweet 

Lamb 

The fallow Ewes when the Tups are fled, 

Ser toot,and ſweare theyle drink all weathers dead. 

This though,is much complain'd of, that you keep 

An old brown Curre to worry all your ſheep, 

Nay more, as ſcme report thathave been there , 

There is a kinde of magick in your beer: 

And Hocks pecus drawes it too, or elſe 

Jr curnes your ſheep to foxes firſt, And then 

A game at Noddy, Theres your ſheep agen: 

Sure Ciice taught thy Cup this cunning charm 

To mertamerphole with ſo little harm, 


Bur ſtay ! you keep a Scriv*ners ſhop mee think 
VVhere pipes for pens ,and beſt bere , ſerves for 
nk; 


Y have clarks roo, and indufirious ladds, for ſome 
Kun, making of Indentures all th' way home. 

Elſe bedding with the Lamb, they rub their eyes 
And ſhake their Eares,and with the larke they riſe. 
Jle cone and ſce thee faith mine hoſt, perhaps. 
Bring thee as many gueſts,as thou haſt taps. 
Then wormwood Succory, Scurvy-grals, & Sage 
With Lemon, ſhall advance in Xquipage 


To 


—S— 
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The marrow of Malc: where the nut brown toaſt 

Swailcs in the flowrie Ale, whoſe mirthfull hoaſt 

Makcs mee turne Marriner, and hither ſaile 

To court the confiacs of this famous Ale, 

This noble Alc,this moſt ſubſtanciall liquor, 

That chears the Scade, and makes the Genious 
quicker, 

Ideors a ſi p board fick, accuſe the Seas, 

Whilſt their own towle ſtomacks are the diſcaſe 

So fooles pick quarrell with pure cleanſing Ale 

Becauſe ir doth Sir reverence wring theirtailc; 

Mee thinks this Ale,and the old wite agree, 

So well,as Hers and her Nurſe | ſce. 

Would but good fellows mect, our daylic club 

Should aR the Siſters ar rhe Danaan rubs 

Bur ſtay, I feare,while 1 thus idolize 

The (hcine of Ale, I buc enhance the price, 

Be theretore this ſufficient ta be ſaid, ' 

Alive tis Ale, And Aqua vite,dead, 


- — —— 


Upon P hunery gutted Porter, 


N® maryell Chapman falls fo to rhe ſcrap, 

ſhe firit, and beſt part of his name is chap: 
Which if a man bur ſpell, he cafily can 
Perceive,more letters go ro Chap,then man, 
Yer this is all but mirth,alchough perhaps 
He may conceir-l take him on the Chaps. 
Well it 1 do, my frolick'is ro ſwap 
My nimble braine, againſt his nimble chap, 
Yer this by way of leaye ile adde,a more 
In ſiting poſter never kepta dore, 

| How 


—_ MEM ee 
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How ſhuuld he ope it? for hee never heares 
If it be rrue, The belly hath no cares, 


E. B. To his noble friend, that gave 
him a new paire of Boots, 


and Gloves, 


Sons wenn werent ence as rn nent Oa- foot. 


] Never drew.on a compleater Boot; 

The bluſhing top makes me top gallant,and 

Me thinks 1 deen beds of Roſcs ſtand: 

Nay even the very leggs do ſcem to owe . 
T heir orient rin&ure to the Sennes of Boy; 

Nor cag I chink but ZFove-Low/d- Fo*s hide 

Was purchaſt, re:complear this Ocrean prides 
Who having been the thunderers Curteſan, 
Bluſhcs to crib it with the Calves of man: 

The wax was borrowd from the Lillyes bed, 

And the three Siſters ſpan, and cur the thred, 
The Byor in the exateſt mode doth ſer, 

All (in aword)from rop to toe is near, 

As for the Shoemaker 7 can only tcll, 

For one hee never ſaw, hee fits me well, 

Yeur Gloves too make me ſpruſe, as Fobs a Gant 
Proteſt (ſweer Sir)you are right Cordevant, 

For you have given mee Boots, and Gloyes to 


boot 
What ſhall 1 ſay ? y'have bound mee, hand and 
foot. 


| E 4.B. 
| 


(74) 


A. B. fo hir ſboemaker. 


Girrs looke to'cl ſhallreduce your pride; 
Rip up your roguaric and tew your hide, 
My weather long ſhall apt a time for th*nence 
To fircatch the latchets of your logger ſconce. 
You were $oo high ith'inſtep, V'm afraid, 
Your lottinefſe will ſoone be undcrlaid; 
Criſpine couche in a Thoemakers diſguiſe, 
Cauſc none fo baſe to chear inquiring cyes, 
Yer to fit mee ſhould Criſpi come co doc't, 
Ciſpine , by Jove hee came but co my foor. 
And doſt thou wretch to reach this head of mine, 
Muſtcr thy bruflcls as the Porcupine 
Yer quill*preſumprious traſh, 4 could affor 1, 
To ſend the challenge tothe cutting board; 
New yampe your mangers:*, & more modiſh bee, 
Leaſt Peter ſirearch you on a erofle graind trec: 
Where bcing once ſec up, tis'ren te one, 
You'l find it harder to come off, then one: 
Villian avant, henceforth nere loc ke ro have 
The lengh of my foor,fince y'have plaid the knavye. 
Noe noe, I view your bill and there 1 ſee, 
The very place where my ſhoe pinches mee; 
Bur make your marker pray of what is paſt, 
Fellow belceve't of me y've had your laſt: 
And that the world may ſce inevery line, 
I firr thy foor, 8s thou haſt firred mine. 
Thus I in fige tranflate thee, goe, extend 
Thy baſc ſpun thread, ro make 8 Coblers end, 
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Vpon his giveing a payre of, ſhoes to 
get the former paper an[wered. 


illy, and ſenceleſſe,knockt there heads rogethers 
Lo torge a foolith anſwer, knowing neither, 
To whome, nor how, only they would b'lurt forth, 
Some thing,that men might ſce their want of worth, 
llc bray you in my morter fooles,and then, 
Make yee a paſtime for the warſt of men, 
Incorparate yee vellells, baſe abſurd, _ 
With Album Grecrm, and the Dirclls curd, 
Compound yce up into a pocky pill, 
VVith C. & G, & D., & Sailepecill, 
And Saſſafras, whilſt all char ſec yee, ſhall 
Say yee are rogues Alcxipharmacall, 
I hepe it ſhall ſuffice, whenl have brought, 
Your bodycs into aromes,worle then nought; 
Some fiſhwives kiſt your fancies,taught ye prate 
| | The rabulous dialc of Billings gace, 
And yer L lik't your taile rimber for it, 
Came Juſt in time as | had liſt to ſh=- 
Sans Ceremonic then cnd theſe Jarres, 
You and your Poct after kifle mine A— 
Bur didft thou thinkup to revenge climbe? 
By a poore mercenary, hacking ryme, (firetch, 
Or chat thou couldft thy letherne purſe-ſtrings 
Vnto the latitude my braines would reach? 
Away , poore foole ! when my keene ſatyrs come, 
Of with your hat, and ſcrape your anſwer,munime. 
Sheuldſtthou buy lines , to anſwer mee thou fopp 


oa! de write, till't coſt thee Ill the ſhooes ith _ 
E 2 lice 


(76) 


Alice Goffe. 
A poore woman taken ſtealing ſoape. 


WW hy how now woman? what's the newes-belike 
ou ſerye'd the grocer bur a ſlippery trick, 

T'*was very cheap, nay marry you muſt thrive , 

If wee pay ren, & you get under five, 

But tay they ſay the grocer turn'd his eyes, 

And you ſtole, both the cuſtome,and exciſe; 

And well enough you did, bur a ro 

The miſchcife ltyes, you ſhould have left the ſoap. 

You made waſh yay with't, being*bur a reach, 

Bur hare a care, ith end 'tmay coſt a ſtreatch, 

You know the broverb, tis as true as old, 

If the one chance to ſlip, rhother , will hold, 

Alas you never could have ſtolPne a badder, 

Commoditie, Sope brings you ro the ladder, 

You think to have*r with a wet finger , bur 

A cleanly theife had better be a ſlur. 

Come, Come, ſtay the hoggs leiſure pray, I bope 

As good as you doth waſh with Lincolneſhrie ſope, 

If you fteale ſope to make your clothes ſo fine , 

Youle bring your ſelfe, as well as them, to thline, 

Yer I confeflc, twas pittic goody Goffe, 

Stealing goes ſoap, you came nocleanlyer of, 


(77) 
Tomy Noble Friend, 


Ti after-noon your ridcing Bootsand bends, 

"mw good: grey cloak,and Gloves came to my 
ands; 

The Gloves were trim , the Cloak moſt purely 
fecles 

The bands, and Bootshave tyde me neck & heel, 


——_—. 


To the ſame Gentleman deſiring #) 


verſes upon my price and on 
kis ſending mee 4 
mew Snat', 


mt out upont / what price > pray doe you 
think? PEI 

A peice of paper , and a little ink? 

if Linc he wt poetick merchandile, 

Traffick, and your acceprance is the price. 

For mee Ithink it even in juſtice meer, 

So long as you finde Boots, that we finde feet! 

Sir in a word, your Jove returnes with ours, | 

Our ſuit accepted was, and lo js yours. 


To a Schoole maſter. 
Tn excuſe of lis Scholler G. Green, 


THis duskie rr orne the youth was overſcen, 
Pardon good Sir, intruth the boy is Green.. 


E 3 To 
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To my valued friends A New-years 
gift. 


Hi: 1 but Mydass Chymick tuch, 
My new years gift ſhould now be ſuch 
Europ ſhwild it admire: But 1 
Talk of Larks in a falling skie; 
In ftcad therefore of hopclefle pelfe, 
Deyne bur acceptance, and my iclfe 
Am your oblation, but alas ! 
How ſhall this gwift for currene paſs? 
x Since what I here preſcme unre you, 

” fd Being given you a goe Jowe yoli; 
TW Since then our gifts prove Trogey diſhes,. 
F Weel furniſh them with wholſom wiſhes; 
Our firſt be this, where cre you conc; 
May you but view, and overcome; 
Weed wiſh you yonger brethers wir, 
We 2 Bur that wee ſee y'abound with it, 

Bo May ſhee that moyes your amorous thirſt 
£3 Bc wounded, and your priſ'ner firſt; 
FE 4.11 And let her uncencealcd fires - 
[51.4 Fomenr your temperate defires, 

F May fayoring heaven, lend her no reft 

LT Onany Pillow bur your breaſt; 
Wh And when glad Hynens holy twine, 
bay Hath clapt her Lilly hand in thine, 
T hen ler thine armes at once enfold 
| Faire Hellexs face, and Danaes Gold : 

: May all her care, and my be, 

To love,and be bclov'd of thee; 


And 


(79) 
A114 ts eternize mutunll favour, 

H ayens make her ſuch as thou wouldſt have her 
L envic,any foes ſhall make yee, 

B- this their curſe, A Good yeare rake yer, 
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ALE. 


Þ: this that Ale ro which the Dyers flew 
So faſt, to wadd their Copper noſes blew, 
Bidding old ſtings Cur-throat bere ,adicw? 


T hen give us Ale. 


I« this thar jolly juyce, thoſe bowſirg bracts 
Soakr in, And on their ſhoulders ſer their fatrs 
With Rams-hcads,ſpirte of Rainbowes in their hats 


T hen give ns Ale. 


Is thi: that Yorkſhire ſtufte did fo confound;” 
And ſend a way the Weavers ſhuttle crownd, 
That they could neither finde nor fecl the ground? 


T hen give us Ale: 


Ts this that temple, where the weavers lay 
To meet the merry Merchants,day by day, 
And doubk Ale their fingle ſtuffs away? 


Then give us Ale. 


Ts this that ſo much talk of Northren hum, 
For which both fimplerons and ſages come 
I, this that Lowtaton——tamar io — but wuwm; 


E 4 T hew 


(80) 
Then give us eAle. ; 


Is this that Ale that makes you dyers be 
So oft from homezpray rell nic here were yce- 
St uld allbe hang'd that from their Colours flet 


Thew give us eAle. 
Is this that ſame that did ſo much beſor 


The roaſted Comber,as he quite forgot 
His own, And new calls for the other pot? 


Then give us Ale. 
Yeagive us Ale, for now | finde it true, 
Thar Merchants, Weavers, Combers, Diars too, 
And all the world, this liquor turnes true blew: 


T hen give us Ale. 


A; for your Poet his unfeyned wiſhes 
Arc,that the. Ocean were ſuch Alc as this.is, 
That yce, and all rrue trouts might drink like 
fiſhes, 
Then give us Ale: © 
And for oI'd Margerie that Northern minks, 
For my part, ſuch Ale as. ſhee brews, ſhee drinkes, 


ED. , 


A4lifit, 


Aſt Fryday,to my neighbours houſe ] Repr, 

| Fs ſ. e what Hospitallity he keyr; 

Soon I eſpid his Chimniec like-a Maiden 

In the green licknefſe, with her colour fading, 

Bluſhlefſe; and blearh; only herein they ſever? 

This a numme Palfic hath, and that a Feaver: 
Neighbour 


— —— 


LS 


E bur 1 and not my horſe, am bought 3nd ſuld. 


C 81) 
Neighbour ſaid I, you; Chytmniesto be Jeet — 
Why (Sir)quoth'-hee, you ſce'no bill ont yer; 
Well then, taid'I, to. put you our of doubt , 
I gucſle ſo, cauſe your-fire is going our, 


- mummy 
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To the World. 


cOme ſay Deucalion-made the, World - 
Repcpulous, with ſtones he burld 

Orer his ſhoulder; On my life 

Tis faWe, Hee hurJd them ore his wife; . 

And ever fince *thas been the faſhion, - 

So ro hurle ftones in generation, 


» 
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O. P. to A.'C. that everſold him a Horſe r6- 
| pay him at the day of his marriage , he *» 
being contralted and to marry With 
inten dayes:: O.P.' not drea-' 


mig Ot; 


| a hh roo 2 318 deg 

WW Hy how now '7ockic? what ups n the Corch? 

Had 1 ſyuſpeed yours, *thad been ne match. - 
Look how the Proverbs croſt, you'r haſtily _ bene 
To marry,yer nor you, but I repent. 
Hoy hayc mwy,ſtarrey my:credulous hopes if11 crofi? - 
Youride a cockhorſey 1 muſt pay the Poſt, 
Hence 1 the'ereame of the canceiteſpie, 
"cu were though cloſe, as hat upon't-as 4 3 
But 7 had fmclr' you uut,anid ftoptyour. courſe, - 
Had 7 bad as much forecaſt as my horſe, 
What will mca ſay to whom this ftorys tole> 


You '! 


(82) 
You haye my mynie,.. nd 1 hope with it 
T hat | have paid far both your borſegand wit" 
Whilſt it muſt be of all the world confeſt ,.' | 
On yur fide a good bargaine,mine,gvod j*2h. 
Þut don and palt, I fhall revive no trite, 
Bur rake my beaſt, Sir, as you take your wife. 
Who.n herein I preſuine make my debror, 
You, double paid,muſt do your work the better * 
Ila drict tis thus, neither betrer nor worſe 
You up, and ridc,and I muſt hold your here. 
Whilſt 7 conclude as ſad experience reaches, 
N -c only you,but your horſe oyer-reaches;. 
Bur *twas ſo clofe,ſo flighly brought abuur, 
Nci« her my horfe, nor | eould ftumblc'r out, 
Yer thus-much might be ſpoken on my fide, 
Scliing your horſe,who'd think you mcant to rids? 


-Bur twas my ctror to conecive you lackrt 


A Nag, your wife Fhepe found one well backr. 

I might have lookt him inthe mouth 1 ſee, 
Neither your horſe,nor you are over frees 

My bargain, Sir, was bad,and yon have done mee 
Some injury. with mine own horſe Vour run mee, 
Bur yer if your civility. extends 

To chis requira\l, we arc abſolute friends; 

Since you arc hee, whom I did ſo confide in, 
You*l only lend mce your old books to ride in, 


pr ER 


Upon the name of the ſame horſe 
being called Butter, 


Br ! why. that ſounds-draft horſe,bur I ſce 


That thou canſt fcarce draw tby. leggs afte: Þ 


thee. 


n 
O 
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C33) 
Bur yer thy crafty Maſter laid a ginn 
And thou, and hee, made ſhift ro draw mee 1; 
Bur Troy will tell thee theſe are things of courſe, 
S5non could doit with a wooden horſe. 


_——C 


PſeudoPoeta: in a: paper of falſe verſes 
inveyin? againſt Tantalia for her 
heing tales. 


Gu! I condemne Taxtalia; and not you? 

Her tales were falſe, your verſes are not true,. 
Be gentle pray, you ſeem to have forgot 

The now oo the kill upbraids the por, 
Come, yee are guilty both,oi overſight, 

Neither your verſes, nor her talcs are cight, 
Yea I could ſhow you too as many flips 

In your falſe fect, as in her faltering lips; 

Bur I excuſe yee both,tor you perchance. 

As well as thee, did it in ignorance, 


Feniam petinns dabimuſqur. 


Upon . hs PiFure 
Prefixt to his A:manack, 


7 Hat baſe aſpeR is this? didft thou devie 


This haggy look , to be thought weather” 
wiſc? 


I 


Gypke, 


(84) 

Gypſies doe juſt the fame, they.ger an 31} 

nd countesfciat complexion, that's their zkil, 
Bur thov, as thine owne patron didſt:advance 
This ſront; A lye hai nced of countenance, 

W hence, by the by, no wiſcman undertakes, 
Thepatconage of any almanacks, 

Yer | durſt ſweare, ther is, if truth were known 
Nathing in thine, but the fooles face thinc'owne, 
Thar preface falſe and foul nor is that yer 

Thine owne, bur ike the reft they countert: its 
Bur mumm, fince I have lately underſto: de, 
Thar you with the fowre hundred prophe lie gocd, 
Yerthus by way of caution, take heede how, 
You tellalye, And ſcr aface on*ctoo, 
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To Mr,= - -mpon his 2} 
ſilly Epitaph in print. 


Bu did rhou pump rhis lamentablc tuff. 2 * 

JI Pcreft the lines are pirtifull enuffe;_ 

Tl! arc ſomewhat ſhallowyhbur if thouwouleſt keepe 
her 

I'nmorrall, let th* ingraver fink them deeper. 

Thop, for the funeral), didſt thy verſes ſorts 

A> m:n doc ſugar plun's, ſome long, ſome ſhore: 

*[was goodluck though, they to thearſe were pin'd 

Elſe being lame tha'd ſure been left þehin'd; 

Burt have a care, teaſt wirfaffront you greer, 

The collenell, ro ſend his wife a ſheet; 

Sure ſhee was rich enough, ta leave be hinde hey+ |, 


| | Ocher gate ſtuff, then thy towle ſheer, to wind her, 


n.r 


: 
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(85) | 
Dig'ſt thou jarend this Gng ſong ts. Her honour? 
Thoud'ſt plaid the Sexton, thrown dirt upen her, 
Thou theuldſt have lighted tos 1hy diſmall daſbes 
At the next torch, and cry'd albcs to aihe:; 
Then, ©s her preiſt; or p ict chooſe you. whether, 
Thou'sdſt bury'd fame , and body both rogerber. 
Hd'ft thou ſoopt ſack, it would have brought thy 
chymes | 
In berter rune ind rought thee Jofrier ry®mes. 
Buteh thy, muddy fancy ſbowes me clear. 
Thou ſto>d*ſt among the beggers, ſerv'd with bear, 
Thou*| better brooke an clcgiak jeaſt, 
And made an affidavit mortua eſt, 
Yen*twas well donc Vavouch it with thy name, 
Leaſt honeſt men ſhould ſuffer for thy ſhame. _ 
Thou ſay*&'thy belly ſhakd when thou didſt wiic , 
I think ſo too, 'the divel a verse was & yh 
When my ilWfortune*s dead, and I would laugh, 
ile Tend forthee to Jerke an Epiteph. 
Thou wouldſtbe both a Poct, and Attorney,: 
Alas thy braines won't ſerve thee halfe the journy» 
Would'ſt be a port and atturncy? Harke 
What 1 #dv/ ſe, Jeurne fi; ſt to be a clatk.., ,. _ 
Bur here %envugh;; hee that writ this, hee knowes, 
The mvufes} never dwell in Silly Howle.. IT; 


es a es 
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0 the Gun-powder treaſon. 


Nw; fooles / how-thirk yee is there yot a God? 

$k bur your backes, thar'ſir\arg with ycur.owne 

hg. 2 RON 

V han yee prepat*d'this cup, did'yee then thinke , . 

The dregs liould bs rhe draught your {.lves muſk 
drink 2 

done 
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Doubclefſe,. yee'd not have dig'd ſo dcepe a pier, 
Had yec but dream"* your ſclves ſhould hanſcll it: 
Bow black was this eclyple? what mean't yee by*c? 
A flame, and yer no light; twas hell fice right. 
VVas cver vulcen matcht with ſuch a herne? 

Bur hce that late in heaven Jaught yee re feorne, 
V Vhat ar one blow both court and commons ? piſh 
*Twas bura falfific, a Cal guld's wilh' 

Y-a but talſe firc, by heaven the touch hole was, 
So ſtopt the flame could nor to th? barrell pate, 
Bleſt bs the churches great proteRor for'r / 

"Twas yee gave firc,buc wee gave the report, 
Infcrnall Angells fight with Gabr;ell, : 
And heaven it ſclte ſeewes undermin'd by hell, 
Bur O how vainely the black brood of nighe, 
Martiall their mates againſt che ſonnes of light ? 
Fear not Bethbu'is, Holoferencs ſhall, 

Bedcad drunk ,and by his owne fawehin fall). 
Gotjahs boaſts are breathlefic, mercilefle Mydian * 
Muſt buckle to the brandifht blade of Gideon.(knock 
VVee nced nor feare, nor care wee though hell 
Our temple's built on an impregnable rect; 
Preſcrv'd by previdence, Babclls bratts may kick 
Bur never move our heayen fixt candle ſtick, 

Tis Komemuſt ruine Keomegtis not yuur ginnes, 
Are abkgo cninare us, but our finnes: 

Puffe till yee pant againe, alas / fond foe, 

You doe but athes off our alters blow. 

And whilſt your hcll-hacht plots, your hare revea) 
You dory't extinguiſh , but inflame our zeal, 

The wind,that ſhakes the boughes,faſtens the root; 
And y ou confirm us, whilſt yee goe abour, 

Thus to ſupplant us; tuſb ! yee doe but hence, 
Endeare usto our Ged, for new defence, 

Bur would you be reveng'd? then thus ler'r be, 
Plot ſo, as he that made the eye, ray'ni ſee, 

To 
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To the right honourable the C. of 
D ERS EF, 


Tromiſing 'a Gentleman her Kin|rp0114% 
111 uri n | 


MaDa»n, | 


He charmeſull language from your lips difti}] 

My raviſht cares with heavenly muſick vIl'd. 
Bad 1 led Loye unto your Neeces heart; 
And praid him there transfix his keeneſt daut 
His bcing blind would hare left kim exempt 
From penalty, And charg'd the whole arrempt 
On my accompt, whoſc bolenes durſt aſpire 
(Prometbeus like) unto celeftiall fire, 
Twere ſecriledge, and juſt ſuch,to bereave 
Diana of a Nunph,withourt her leave. 
Or cal « ſtarre from off his region 
Whilſt Phebe ficpt with ber Endymion, 
] had been fclloan to your honours bloud 
And ftolnc a cignet from that royall floud. 
Had not your grace feſt given me my beok 
The golden Sceprer of your gracious look, 
But now with humble confidence T reſort 
To this faire fireow, having your warrant for% 
Only ler me beſcech your honour that | 
You'd ratifie it with a ſecond date, 
T hen being armd with this encouragement 
My next addrefle is tothe Lady bent: 

My 


— 
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My fortunes balance, on whoſe only breath” 
Depends the lentence of my life, or death, 
If ſuch a march fclicitate my life, 
Ne treat her asn'y Miſtreſle-chough my wiſe. 
Ne ſtudy what may plcaſc her,a od contend , 
With fate, te make her happie to the end, 
As for you gratious madam)dcigne mee till, 
The clcar beames of your Jadyſhips good will: 
So. ſhall 1-be afur'd what 1 commence, 
Shall ripne in ſuch ſun light influence: 
Mecane while no thought ſhall from wy breaſt ariſe 
Burt what I dare preſent as ſacrifice, 
Thus ] returne wy ſelfe to both, whilſt ſhee, 
Polleſle my heart; your grace commands my knee. 


= —— XY el 
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; * The weaversMemento mori, 
N honeſt weaver willing to make fuer 
His ſoule and body with arts ligatur, 
Berooke him to his trade , andhaving got 
The knack on't, knit them on a weavers knof, , * 
Bur death a craftic merchant» found Aa brack, 
And let him, plaincly ſee. would Bould notack, 
Here's ſtuft c quoth hee, alas r'will ſcarſe be worth 
The loeking on, when j have laid -it forth, 
Wherg is the freſh. glof}, is this the lively red? 
You ſpake of? tuſh tis faded, fixd; and dead, .. 
Alack and well a day the weaver fald,, * © 
How dearly hays ] for thiscolewr faids* 
And yetit gjves you no content, bur }, | 
Poore ] muſt kr, muſt leave wy work and die, 


Ah 


—— 
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Al! mee impartiall death where thou doft come, 
Thou cither curſt of, or concludft the thrum. 
My beame 4s ſtrong, bur ſtrengh will nor prey 
Gulyah's peare ſtour as my beame did faile: 
My nimble ſhuttle flitting here, and there, 
Preſents my life's in ſtable charaQer; 
Mark but how {wife ir to its exit rendes, 
So flectly fly wee all unto our our ends: 
Je puts bur forth, and-ar its port arives, 
So doth our death begin even with our lives. 
My globs like wheel abour its pole is hurld, 
Juſt as the heavens are rapt abour the world, 
And turning to my filling boy behind me ? | 
His winding pipes, does of my wind pipe mind mee. 
Jf hee Ntand Rill ] muſt not work, if theaire, 
Fill not my pipes my work will ſoon impaice,) 
A conftant motion to may trade belongs, 
So nature hath her loome, my breaſt, my lungs; 
My blouds her poſting ſhutlc ſwiftly flies, 
Through the ſtrait conduirs of my arteries. 
My purple veines her warping is, my haire 
My tendons . nd, my nerves her tackling are, 
My ſolid parts, my able bones are ſc mc, 
Appointed beamcs, ſome holdfaſts of her loome © 
And thus in there owne Tomes doe all men weave, 
And women too from cradle to theire grave. 
Nor ceaſe wee all a boye a niinites breath, 
Till wee be turngd'out of, worke by death. 
Thus from thoſe inſtiyuments by which Jzarne 
My livelyhood, to dye I likewiſe learnt. 
| looke but on my eyes, And Ican read, 
In them the ſeperation of my:thread, 
In laying of my ceulours, till I found; 
The loweſt, a memento of the ground. 
The faſhions reach mee fince they keep no ſlay, 
The faſhion ofthis world pallesaway, 
Come 


( 90) ' 
Come then and wellcome death I have enough |: 
Of this yaine world , Irs fraile, and druggiec ſtufte. 
Can tempt mine eycs Ao more, come ferch me |: 

home i 


lle give my life, for death; my leome for lcme 
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To Conſtantia 


LLf* others ply the cares r'wixt douþes and feares, 
For 1 sm paſt thoſe rocks, thoſe tydes of tears, 
My ſullen ftarre is fallen, warr's paſt, and | 


- Laiden with trophies of my yiftorie. 


How doe I blcfic my fate that I did meer ? 

With one ſe faige, ſofairhtull, and fo ſweer, 

My humble knee bowes henceforth to no ſhrine, 
( Though Pens were thy rivall ) but to thine, 
Happy my deareft, happie hec may lye, 

Vnder the tropick of thy gracious eye. 

N:hing bur death ſhall my firme faith remove , 
Nothing but the cold flore ſhall coole my leve. 
The Gerdcon knot that could not be unty'd 
By art,did Alexanders ſword divide- 

Our love knot's faſter,nor (hall armes, nor arts 
Valink the chain of our vnited hearts. 

T he noon-cyd ſun may chance run retrograde, 
Andas a Daphne fellow his own ſhade. 

Heaven may deſcend ro carth, And carth aſpire 
To Heaven, And water be at peace with fire, 
Fifhes and fowles may change their elements , 
And take a glory in their new contents. 

Bur when I faile, bur when I ceaſe to lovye, 
The center ſhall from irs fixt baſe remove, 
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VVhen I divid the thread our loves have ſpun, 
The ſtrcames (hall back upon there fountaines 11uN- 
This [ conclude a pofibiliic , 
} may furger my name ; but never thee, 
Ceres cickle ; whether art thou gone, 
See'ft not eur hopes into full harveſt growne? 
Come booneſt Bacchys,come let's have a health, 
To our beſt wiſhes;love hath ſtore of wealth, 
View here our vintage, ſee our bleſt increaſe, 
Of ſwelling grapes that only want the prefle . 
Haſt Hymen haſt, for wee muſt End in you, * 
The cnd of our dcfires and yerſes too, 


To Bovino, 


ou bu)l it Sir as if your meant a pri 

VVith milo ar bone ievcie.” * 
Puſh forwards your good metion Sir, you may, 
Encreaſe my landlords cornucopia, 
Bur'te ſpeake naked truth they ſay that you, 
Doe not run to the bull, bur to the cow , 
V Vhere you your ſelfe in manner of a bull, 
Doe give Europa her white belly tull, 
And as tis fit you ſhould haycing gone halyer 
In gerting,now you belpto keepe the Calves, 

ut have a care St. Stephens wide gates are near, 

You'l run your ſclfe out ere you be aware, 


————— —_— _ ——_—_—— —O©—— — — — a 
— DD ——— — — *—— 


— 


( 92) 


The FLEE TS. 


mT wiſhes greet 

IL T he Engliſh fleet 
May no ftormes tofſe 

T he Harp and Croſſe 
Smile g entle fate 
Upon onr State 

Attend all health 

T his (ommen wealth. 


The Navie of the Dutch 

1] all geod fortunes grutch 
Vantrump 4d his Sea forces 
Shall have my daily curſes 
Upon the Dutch and Dane 
V7 ait their eternall bane: 
The (.avalering part 

4 rvallew na a fart. 


- 
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To adrunken Porter reeling into the 
Ring to wraſtle with a T aylor. 


HEY hey por- valiant Porter, friend, I feare, - 
*Thart you have ſomewhat more then you can 
eare, 
You make mee laugh to ſee you face and crack, 
You .puppie,I could beare you on wy back. 
Ourof 44 Ring unleſſec you were more ſtout: 
The Taylor ſwears heel fling (or cat you our, 
You ſtand ſo waving and ſo tottering, 
As if there were "an Earth-quake in the Ring, 
And eye the Taylor , as you would adore him, 
Y are fo deyourt you ſcarce can ftand before him 
Do you not heare him ſay it ſhall go hard 
Bur ar the firſt couch hee'l rurne up your yard, 
Nor will he uſe a quarter of his —_—_ 
To meaſure all your quarters our at length, 
Sce but his ative ſour, and able limb, . 
Porter I ſee youl neyer carry him. 
Go wraftle with yond tree you dizzie crowne, 
More need to hold you up, then hu le you downe, 
Had you as many lepgs as any louſe 
The eyes of 41gus, Hands of Bryarcys, 
All would nor do it, for like Po/ypbeme, 
You would be run down in this drunken -dreame; 
And in the turning of a hand be found 
As ſure as louſe in boſome, onthe ground, 
Cord firſt his hands and feer, Then if you can, 
Stand toor, and throw the ninth part of a man; = 
Bur your athlerick art's not worth the trying 
» Go go a man may ſce where you've been plying 
rave 


(96) 
Brave ſport, a Porter , and his fox turnd looſe 
T'encounter with a Taylor 8nd his gooſc 
Thus I perceive tis fatall to us all ©. * 
Aftcr a luſtic Cup to Lake a fall, 


. 
OL—_— 


Zo 4 Brewer tht promiſed mee 4 Staggs 
Tongue , and di;/ apointed mo, 


No” your «Fſopick rr ackers Sir, whac2you®l 

Your ſclfe be Brewer , and make mee the fool, 

Faich Sir you ſhould nor need your word to break 

Ime ſure your btcre wont make a Cat to ſpcak. 

Come came let's har, without « tongue, vow 

Thac I will never ſpeak good word of you. 

Are you lo politick to think by failing 

Moe of my tongue, you do prevent iny rayling? 

Bclceye it nor, Sir, | can cant my wrong 

Like injurd Phylon:el without a tongue, 

Tengues arc unruly members bur I ice 

That you can rule yours, where it ſhould befree, 

Thus te be fool!'d, and bafled all a long a 

Twould make one ſpeak that had bur half a rongue 

Bur [ perceive the reaſon now my friend 

Your tongue is faft by the roots ith Chimnyes 
end. 

I muf} for peace ſake, pocker up this wron 

Aad keep my headeof, onda you >. your 
roague* | 

The rongues a two edgd ſword, and by the cup 

Of my contempr, J ſcarce can pur it up 

May the Staggs horncs be grattcd on your head 

Till ] have the Stags tongue you promiſed. 


«_ 
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3 My furic flames J fcare } ſhall ere long 


Like Dives necd your cooler for my tongue 
For ir begins J Lero reare, ang rend 
Juſt like a womans rongue that knows no end 


, Brewet be ſure thea that you ſtand aloof 
$ Unlcfſe you bring your —_ under my roofe 


May be you'l ſay that yeu have none, bur 

an fe” 'r oRE have told me a divilliſh lye, 
Thus am | fainec to yindicate my wro 
Jn writing, becauſe I have loſt ny tongue. 


7am pateris telis unlura falta tis. 


- 


To this Brewer ſending mee balfe a dozen 


tongues. 


We judge it juſt that we diſtend our lungs 
In gratitude to you that ſcat us tongues. 
Wee were & lictle teo Jong tongu' d bur you 

Have made the tongues fit for eur mouths Sir, 


now. 

You ſeem to make us double tovgud, for wee 
Expcaed bur the halfe of what wee ſee. 

Our skill in Phifick ſayes the Staggs did die 

Of feavers for the tongues were hor and drie, 

But wee to waſh down ſuch conceics, did make 
Them ſwim in beſt Beer for the Brewers ſake. 

The be aſts thar loſt them ſhould notbe more brute 
Then wee, if we ſhould offer to be mure. 

And where as wanting tougues we could allow 
Bur paper praiſe, we cry a largefle now. 

Thanks then thrice bounteous Sir, Twere fin if we 


ſhould betongue-tyde, where your congues arc ſo 


free. 
Ts 
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To my (irange Rivall,ſervant to the Siſter | 


of my Miſtreſſe engroſſ.ng both 


his owne and mins, 


The Sceene JackaNewbery. 


yoare bur a Zack by Zach a Newbery © 

To overcharge your ſelfe, ro injure mee 
Be not ſo greedy, you two, and 1 none ? 
The time may come youl' find enough of one 
Neither had bcen of our deſires bereft 
Had you bur had your right; and I the lefr, 
Take hced you play nor {ops dog whilſt you 
Covert the ſubſtance, and the ſhadow : 0. 
Truſt mee I muſt reſent this injucie 
To ouerdoe your ſelfe to undoe mee 
Tis baſeneſlc in the abſtraRt greedy ſinner, 
Having thy belly fullto crave my dinner, 
Bur | perceive my tal« is ro no end, 
Fer thou wilt burſt thy felf ro ſtarve thy friend, 
This folly I have oft in childrea known, 
Either two peeces, or they will have nance, 
And hereto the 1 may ir wcll apply 
Tis beter fill thy belly, then thy eye. 
Traitor and theitthou,ſt rob'd mee of my Jewell 
Bur for the aRlde end it ina ducll, 
And faith I muſt too, come'the worſt event 
Thar can tis bur fix monerhs impriſonmenr, 
And whart is thatto mee fince 1 muſt be 
Her Priſoner eyen in height of liberty, 
Say death enſue my challenge? ſhall I doubr 
To dye for her, I can nor live without: 
Faile ror this afrer noon then to meet mce 
Preciſe at fower,at Zach a Newbery 
Your weapons what you pleaſc; unlefſe my fate 
Oppolc, i ſend you home by Cripple-gare, 


- 
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Toa Gentleman that promiſed, but 
f.iled , to meet mecat an 
Ale-drapers. 


Nov halfe an hower paſt ſix, and more, & faile: 
Your friend, a ſecondtime ? Come give us alc: 

Are you all diflappointment, is your frame, 

End fabrick only ſuch? Go ferch the ſame, 

VVhart ! was I borne to wait ? upon my ſoule 

You wrong my patience;woman,ferch a Rowle, 

Your a@ions are unhandſome,withour baile 

Or mainprixe, y'are condemin'd,'go ferch imore Ale: 

Shall we looſe ſuch a morning ſuchſair weather? 

Go (fairh)even fetch a brace of porstogether, 

Look, if he ceme /yet; we are fure of theſc? , 

Not yer in fight? -goe fetch the Holland Cheeſe, 

What? you don't fee him yet; well, we muſt call 

For Yorher diſh of Ale, ro waſh downe all, 

March in my black-brow'd ports; untill ye ſand 

Before mee, like an «Athiopian band- 

Faith, I am now in, goec to,trye,if yee 

Eclipſed beauties, be good leackery, 

Come then, and As me liproeme,(hall I nor 

Kifle your black ipps? why? Ladyes kiſſe the pot, 

Yes I muſt kiſe,and friends; for ir appeares 

My wrath hath|made me pull ye by the Eares. 

Excuſe me, pray, if I my ſ(elfe forgor, 

For all the world ean tell, I loyc the por, 

And therefore this doth my conteart beger, 

Though I had no luck, I had pot-luck yer,; 
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To an other Gentleman, that ſerved 
we Inch a trick. 


NO yer,nor yer, and yet the Chymes done going? 
Some Beer, and Sugar boy ! come, let's be 
doing; ; 
My expeRations big,come fill away, 


| Hope 1s an Anchor, Anchors make us ſtay, 


Hambsrough like, untill the Clock ſtrike tew 

I mean to drink, wvidelicer till rwo; 

Nay I'me reſolved, if | be alive, 

Since 1am in, I will nor our till five: 

Then never grutch at what ſo e're you heare 

1 am no waiter,but where there's good cheare. 
Stir, I am none of thoſc, that can digeſt 
Hopes falſe conception; Boy, fetch the beſt, 
Hope is my ifſue, wherein I'm b:guild, 

You got it, pray, then anſwer for the child; 


- Tf not, you muſt, nay(faich) you ſhall, be witting 


To pay the Nurſe; And that is juſt two ſhilling. 


[HT — 


Toa Philomuſe from: whom 7 received 
a Paper npon the ſame Subject 
and by the ſame Poſt. 


WEL my good Cof, what the ſame fiſh 

That } was frying? faithi'de wiſh 
To meet the oftner in my diſhz | 
The proverbs, gocd witts jump, we both deſign*d * 
The plor, yer acither knew each others minde. 


Bur * 


i 
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Bur didſt not think ir ſtrange ro ſee, 

My part borne in thy Symphonie? 

Tru ſtmec 1 marvelld much ar thee, 

Nay under Morpheus you complaine your Miſe, 
Mine under Saturne, Not a pinto chooſe. 


Well fare thy pen ! recald to light 

This plor, that elſe had flept in nigh; 
(As dark as Faux his Lanthron) might 

( Should we negle& ſuch mercy)us include 
In as high treaſon,dcep ingratirude, 


Ben godamercy for thy ſonnet, ' 
Lec ail 2ap;ſts deſcanr on ir; 

Whilſt all Proceſtants vaile the Bonnet; 

Bur forthisrime ile lerthy praiſe alone, 
Leaſt haviyg writ too: I beſpeak mine own, 


A ————_— 


At the Floriſts Feat in Norwich 
Flora wearing a Crown. 


Entlemen welcome Floraſayes ſo roo, 

For thec had had no feaſt new, bur for you; 
Once in a yeare Appolls deigns a ſmile, 
And gravity it ſelfe admits a guile; 
Mcchanicks have their mcetings,and as off, 
As the ſnake tooth to raile turncs,ſing a lofr, 
Bibbers Carowſe it ro the god of Wine, 
And everic bird will have his valentine. 
Buc I had ſav'd my labour of the reſt, 
Had I firſt ſaid, each Angel hath his Feaſt. 

How 1 have been negleed of late yeares, 
To you, whom I my judges make,appeares; py 
I ſhall notſtand to tell you, fince the ſceds 
Of diſcord , I am overgrowne with weeds; 
F 2 And 
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And juſtly verifiz the jokes of thoſe 
Who ſay, between two nettles tits & roſe, 
Am not I Oueene of Zephyr*s familic? 
And my rich traine, the carths embroderie 
Are not my daughrers the Olympian cy es? 
VVhoſc more then terrene luſter, ſtellifies 
The muddy face of Ops, courting your view 
VVirth colours, ſuch as 1xis never knew. 
VVirneſs the feilds, luxurious in my ſmile, 
Preſents the country every day a guile, 
Bur tufh | I come not here,to feaſt your eyes 
VVith fiwples, ſuch as ruſtick fopperies; 
For whart alas ! arc bottles blew, or white, 
Or travellers joy , to cittizens delight? 


Hence, ruſtickes,hence yee petty plumes of May, 
Thovgh welth and beauty ot the ſpring, away; 
This feaſt fars not with you, noe theſe are they 
Shall crowne the tryumph of faire Floras day : 

The l;{ly and the roſe, ſhall nut be ſcene 
Amongſt us,theugh of flowers the King, & Queene, 
Nor th. humble violet, Theſe, moſt lively, wee 
Canin the garden of your vertues ſee, 
Hence goldy-locks, though hand maid of the ſun, 
Here's noroome for a pot companion ; 
Save ſuch whoſe pors pufc up with richeſt earth, 
Are the [#ucjna's of a nobler birth 
The immortall Amaranth, ſhall not here be ſhowne 
Nor hee, who fancy'd no face but his owne: 
Theſe are our toyes, our trifles, But now, wee 
Come to uncabinct our treaſurie, 

The luſtie and the country gallant roo, 
As pledges of our loves preſent wee you, 
The copaniſh, French, and Welch infantes we 
Commend for their unmatchr varietie, 


he Z 
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The painted Lady , ( think it theughno taint 
Vnto her bcaury,- tor tis natures paint) 
The rare Diana, not ſhee whome we find . 
Inthe wild weods, noe, this is garden kinde; 
On whom a man may Jooke , and, ſmiles importune, 
Without the danger of a horned forrune, 
Next this ſweet dame, There's the Begrovenere, 
The lovely Comans, The peerlelle Grampcere, 
Speckemakers whice, Taunies cymbers cornation 
Are flowers which nothing want bur admyraticn. 
The murry, mullion , and the Baludike 
T'were plentcous want of wiſdome nor to like; 
T he faire Amelia , the Nymph Royall, and 
The Tuiks cap, the adonis, the Legrand, 
The Hugexnt, Appelles, and French m.jble, 
Are ſuch whoſe praiſe, a phylomel ſhould waible, 
The Oxford had attended on the crowne, 
But that to tell yo rruth hee's out of cowne, 
Here's the gray Hylo though, and white Cornation, 
Would challeng more then cemmon commendarticn. 
The Yanzecker, the black imperiall 
And Cyyſtall roo, the mirrour of them a}, - 
Beth #:ggons, low, andloftic, Angelot 
The btranger, the Catewſer, and what not ? 
The Duke of venice preſence here you ſee, 
And York. the flower of the nobilitie, . 

T hus gentlemen hath, F /ora told her ftore, 
If you can find a wiſh yer ask for more, 
And yer ( fropitious ſoule ) before you leave her, 
Shee vows to bring you in the Prince's {avour, 
Had yec but mer, when twlops were in towne 
She them had given you every one a crowne. 


But did I call the Lillie king of flowers 2 


Our of all doubs then theſe are emperonrs. 
If thoſe be ftarycs then theſe are planets ſuer, 
Jf theſe bur hine; thoſe ſimples arc obſcure, 


F 3 _ Heres 
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Heres colour upon colour, you way ſcck 

A ficld ro match the graces of one check: 

B at 1 ſhall add no more, ſave only thus, 

That here Compariſon is odious: 
Ceres, and Bacchus, ,promiſ'd tobe here, 

And the beſt brewer ſent us in our berec: 

Since thenere neither wants Beer, Wine, nor 


gueſt, 
Flaggons and flowers ſhall flow at Floras feaſt, 
Let chearly Cups ' crown a carowſing day; 
A nbroſe ſhall broach,ye the Ambroſia. 
Your cyes {ce Flora's heaven and that your carcs, 
May fcaſt too, hark Apollo moycs the ſpheares, 


The Song, 


* Tay ! O ſtay /ye winged howers, 

The windes that ranſack Eaſt, and Weft, 
Have breathd perfumes upon our flowers, 
More fragrant then the Phenix neſt: 

Then ſtay | O ftay ſweet howers/ that yee, 
May witnefle that, which time nere ſee, 


Stay a while, thou featherd Syth-wan, 
And atrend the Queen of flowers, 
Show thy ſelf for ence a blyth man, 
Come dilpence with a few hewers: 
Elſe we our ſclves will ſtay a while, 
Ang make our paſtime, Time beguile, 


This day is deignd to Floyas uſe, 
If yee will revell roo, to night 
Wee! preiſe the Grape, to lend ye juyce, 
Shal! make a deluge of delight: 
And when yee cant hold up your heads, 
Our Garden ſl:a!l afford ye beds, 


An 


A. org 
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An EPITAPH. 
Upon Oliver 0 dead drunk. 


HFFrc lyes a Lyon, and a Lamb, 
Sweet, and lavage,wilde and rame 2 

Courtcous, carelefie, Poorc,and proud, 

Man,and no man: Litle,and lowd: 

Childrens May game; tine, for lorne, 

Courtie:s conſort : Commons ſcorne: 

Kind, and curriſh, would ye know 

Whol mcan? tis Oliver O, | 

That companion baſe and boon, 

Sers and Riſes with the Syn: - 

Thus in brief his exerciſe 

He pipes, dances,and he dyes, 

And when paſſing we can tell; 

For he rings out his own kne1), 


Upon his ſecond time being dead drunk, 


Oc here, Twas ruffe, 
Dead az the bere, And with a puffe 
Was drawn laſt yeare: Our wentthe ſnuffe, 


And Coffind up, Alas! how ſoon 

In a loſt Cup, Tis afrer noon? 
Lyes, litte hearr O, This morning hee ©, 
Who like a fart ©, Was companie O, 
Did now depart O, For thee,or mee O; 


F 4. And 
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Trd tooke Burt P—0O, 
Abe Spaniſh ſmoke, No more bur lo; 
Into his poke, Tis Oliver 0 

As it he meant Lets overſce 

Sir, by conſent This ſcape for hee 
To rune his pipe O, The truthto tell 0 


Bur being ripe, O, Till he was mellow, 
Began to type O, Was a good fellow; 
And ſhall co morrow morning make's approach 

As quick, and lively, as the freſh abroach, 


— ewe a _— 


An Epitaph »pon 4 Weaver, 


Hi lyes a Weaver, whom that Turk 
Ang tyrant, death turn'd out of work, 
Poere fcllow he is gone, what though? 
Hee's out of bonds wculd 1 were ſo. 

Alas he ſold Chamelion ware, 

By which he ſay'd ſcarce oughr bur aire. 
Gone, queth hee'! pray how ſhould ke ſtay? 
Such gaine will drive us all away, 

Well; twas a ſad aud ſuddaine change, 

And yerto metis nothing ſtrange, 


For trading's dead, and wares will give 


No price at all,how ſhould he live? 


An Epitaph. 
Dedlicgte to the Memorie o f 
Dr: Ed. Cook. 


Nfluce your Captive flouds; what, can ye keep 
Your eyes from teares,and [ce the Marble weep? 
Burſt 
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Burſt our for ſhame, or if yec find no vent 
For greife, yer ſtay and ſce the ſtones relent; 
Jf nil ou can forbcare; weepe then to ſee; 
Your ſtupid hearts more ſtone, then Niobe, 


_—_— 


On goodwife Plaine . 
ere with out either welr, or gard, 
Lyes goody Plaine in the Church yard: 
Freſh in our memoryes, till the next raine, 
Serle the earth againe, downe plaine,- 


— — 


on W:* G. 
A great [wearer but litle har, 


V ill, the ſwearcr's dead and gon, 

| F' VVherher?you may gueſle anor.. 
Say hce is inheaven ) dare nor- 
Jn that ſacred place uy ſweare nor. 
V Vhere then ? not in hell, no doubr, 
For heed ſweare the devill our, 
What muſt then become of him, 
Does hee neither finck nor ſwim ; 
Heayens forbid , weP] judge the beſt, 
And cenclude his ſouls' at reſt, 
Of his oathes, hee did repent him, 
And his conſcience do'unt rorment hini.! 
And hee ſhall ( heavens mercy crav'd ) 
By Gods bloud, and wounds be ſay 'd 


_ 


— 


In memoriam Roberti Dey 
Pharmacap. Norv. 


Arts Parramour isdead, that men'may See, 


Nature hath no' holy of erernitic, 
| 7-4 O 
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O that my teares were legible that ] , 
And my ſad muſe , might weep his elegice: 
Nor wich,in ſorrows weeds attend his urne, 
It not for his; yer for your owne ſakes mourne. 
Remember cirtizens, yce uſ'd to fly 
To ſue out your reprives from death, te Dy: 
Whoſe ſalutificrous magazine of artes , 


Was your cheite. Sax&uary againſtdeatls darts, 


Thcre, fceble nature in a trice might be, 

Arm'd againſt all difſeaſes Cap ape» 

Bur hce Is gone, and in a good old age, 

Tooke his calme Exit of a turbulent ſtage; 

His death as harmceleſle as his birth, from whenee 
His years were ccownd with double innocence;)good 
VVhilſt wee,(for ſo perhaps hcavens have choug hb. 
Arc Icfr, to write our ſtories in our bloud. 

Time's ſyth hath wounded him, but hce hath g=t 
Such /emper-wvivum,as hce feels ic not. 

VVirh faitb, hope, charitie, & contrition- 

He made up his Celeſtiall compoſition. 

And withan unfious name _ mixt 2 Roll, 

Ot Gratia dei for his wounded ſoulc: 

Now his thread yeilded to the Siſters knife , 

Fpr Aqu4-vite hee drinkes water of lite, 

Much might ynto his prayſcs ſpoken be , 

And only this ene truth ; namely that hee, 

Even Dey, the true Apothecary was, 

AU thac are lefr, are bur ſynoyma's. 


| 10 the perpetuall » memory of my ever 


honuwred Cover Mr. E. H. 


Tnder this ſad marble lyes, 
. **Natures pride; and beautics prizc:; 
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Such, ſo ſweet her accents were, 
As would charme a Syrens care; 
Such her modeſt mode as ſhee. 
Taughr the turtle charitie, 

Jn ſumme a more vcruous wife, 
Never ſweerend husbanes life. 
To conclude then, all was (hee, 
Mani could wiſh, or woman bc, 
Who lyes here, like treaſure found: 
Not above but uader ground. 


pH” Legacie to VRBANIA 
an unworthy Cittie. 


CCirry ingrate, nay worſe, bur Ile include, 

All your - good nature, in ingratitude, hy 
Wellfare your coſtly ſwordes which now yee wou d 
As faine cacrimſon in my inocent bloud. 

As ere yee wiſht m* Crucfige accept you ; ah! yuw 

Hoſaxna cry , and boſexecha too : 

Js itin this ; in this, ] pray, I wrong yee 

To ſpend my ſelfe , and my cftate ameng yec? 

Jf weary eps ro make your Citry flouriſh, 

If kead,if heart, if Purſe employ'd to nouriſh 

Widows diſtreſt , and orphans be a crime, . 

Grant heaven no worſe offence rake up ay Ome, 

Bark oa black mouthed envie , yee as ſoone, 

Afﬀright mee, as the Sy/ian wolves, the moonc: 

Nor doe } envie thole, have ſought with coſt, 

The honourable trouble, have !oſt: | 

Lord fill my hart with thanks, my mourh with praiſe 

My haires may yet ſce balcyon dayes : 

God guards mee ſtill, though ]* ve no ſwordes & 
r'dayance, 

Though ao fine cap , God is wy maintenance. | 

maine 


Your dearecft friends be dead,. 
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— 


In Hono rem Poetarum. 


WY e poore conceit is that 


Thar Poers ſhould. be poore? 
They ralk they know not what, 
Alas ! they wiſh no more, 
They have Enough in that they ſce 
Content is worth a monarchy, 
Do not the ſacred Nine, 
Come daily to their houſes, . 
And break their faſt, and dine, 
Aud ſup, and ſoep carouſes? 
Who calls them poore then,thart arc able, 
To feaſt th e Muſes at their table? 


Yee goto Poers, when 


They'give them life agen 
Though they -be buried: 
Tis range then, Poers ſhould nor live 
Thar thus can life to dead men give, 
Yea all the world muſt know, 
Save thoſe to truth averſe, 
The ſwaine was caught to plow, 
By Y1iglls fertil verſc. 
_ - Cis firange then, he ſhould needy br, 
Found our the art of Husbandry, 
Riplie was rich 1 trow, . 
V Vhoſe Poems did enfold 
That which men hunr for ſoc, 
The arr of making Gold: 
He had the Phyleſophick ſtone, 
Sure hee,nuuſt then be ric, or none. 


Yep 
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Yea, donor all men ſay? 
Poets dare any thing: 
Pray was not noble May 
Calld brother by a King? 
Ner is it more then true report, 
S arynich lir.es have hang'd a ſort. 


Euridice could tell 

That being raviſhe henee, 

Beld Orpheus ranſackt hell, 

And reſcu'd her from thence. 
Yea verſes ſo-Maguetich are, 
They fetch the Moondown from the ſphear. 


Nor have they only power,. 
Bur gifts of prophefic, 
The moſt celeftiall dower, 
Heavens give mortaliric, 
Sure then they can'c want coftly Cares, 
Bcing Oracles and Potentates. 


They that have moſt, fill itch 
For more, more baggs to ſtuffe, 
V Vhilſt they are only rich, 
Can ſce they have enuffe; 
How poorly fos1s of Poets prate ? 
Come, they are poore, whom God doth hate, 


Prineeps; & Vates now quovis naſcitur anno; 


$——— 


Man. 
; Hattime Zehovah heaven,& earths Cyextor 
Had fully finiſht the world vaſt Theatcr 
He brings up Man, and gives the world to ſce, 
His cucious art, in their Epitome: 
VVhich. 
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I V Vhich but ia man, he in no creature would, 
They but of Simple, hee ef Compound mould: 
They but of bedyes only docconk(ſt , 

| In man a bodice, and aſoule contriſt ; 

His bodie his baſe parr,carth repreſents, 


| His heaven-breathd ſoulc,carth's ſoulc,the clement 
Ty. The ingredients of the world are water Airc, 
| | Earth,fire, ſuch man*s ingredients are, 


Your leave, And-thusthe ſemblance | rehearſe , 
Berwcecne the great and little Univerſe, 
48 His bead's orbicylar , like the circylar skies, 
| Wheſc lampſ mcert riyalls , in his orient eyes; 
ir And as tis heaven moft like, tis heaven xe neare, 
7 Reaſen ſwayes ker majcfticſt'feeprer-. there ; 

if That divinc gueſt that makes a man, thence all 
The ſenſcs borrow their originall ; 

And as their fole and ſupreme courr, repaire, 

To manifeſt their virtues in that Chaire. 

Nor may [ here forget that comely front, 

Thar ſoſurpriſes all that looke upon,r ; 

Thoſe lovely linecaments,thoſe goodly graces, 
Arrend the ſweers of well proportiond faces ; 

What wonders nature in his tongue commences, 
The inſtruments of delicious ſenſes? 

Which wee beyend exprefic oftimes, refreſh, 

With rapſodics from that ſmall glme of ficſh, 
How right heres Pax and phe@bus? whilſt our cares 
Are partiall r wixt eur voyces,and rhe ſpheares: 
Some time tis full, and makes his yoice as loud, 
As thundring roaring frem the ſhatrered cloud. 
Bur let's goe downward with his heires and ſee 
How it does with the piles of grafle agree; 
The number well concurres, in each wee ſce 

The numerous foot ſteps of a deitic ; 

Both the effc& of moiſture; who fo ſcekes 
The Roſe, or Lilije, they ſo blow in his cheeks ; 


——_ 
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Nay what ean. you preſcar, but hee commands, 
The livcly tranſhape, from his Proteax handes? 
His bloud is like the ſtreams thar co, and fro 
Turning, and winding are, the center through: 
ſhould 1 here ſwell my ſtory, to preſcnc 
The office of each chord, cach lzgament , 
The Nerves, the tendons, and the Arteries, 
My life would be toe ſhort to finiſh theſe, 
Nay. there's no member, butin it L ſee 
A theame of wonder to crernitie. 


And yet this body wee can't prayse enuffe, 
Compare it with the ſoule ri's ſordid ſtuffe; 
Ther's nor ſuch dfference, rwixt the ſorric caſe, 
And Icwcll; t'wintthe mask, and the faire facc: 
God made mans body after all the reſt 
Add after rhar inſpir'd rhe ſoule the beſt: 

The body from-the earth the duſt, aſcends, 
The incompounded ſoule frem God deſcends: 
Tis nor the fleſh; bur in the ſoule, that wee 
Aſſume the image of the deitie. 

The bodie's ſujeR ro moralitie, 

The ſoul part of the living God can't dye, 
Natures sppointed time of change revolves, 
And ir into his elemenrs deſolyes; 

His native heat does to the fire repaire, 
Water to water breath unto the aire, 

The bones, and parts tha: are more ſolid muſt 
Lye priſners till they render duft ro duft; 
Mecane time the ſou], her native ftation keeps 
Ia hcaven, whilſt nature in her cauſes ficeps, 


—— io 
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[ A Gueſe at HELL. 
Par nile figura Gehenne. 


! 

' Ccurſed Topbeth ! how (hall I define, 

| Y: This diſmall dungeon, this ſad Cell of thine: 

| So dark, ſo duskic, ſo devoid of lighr, 

How ſhall Iſecc to draw thy pifture righv 

i V Vhat Colours ſhall 1 grinde? Coleurs (ſaid 1) 

'N Thou art all black, black as Proſerpines Eye, 
I Deep, & declive, bencath the dead Sea is 
D. In a blinde hole, this thy all black Abyſlc. 
Thy pitchie Pallace, where the chearly Sun 
Nerecomes, as out of his commiſſien; 
Nor lends the Moon ſo much as one odd nighr, 
To qualife thy darknefſc , with her light, 
VVhich we bur ſicep by ? Nognor all the yeare 
Does one ſmall ftarre on thy dark front appeare. 
Thou blackeſt Moore ; ask bur thy Danaax traine? 
Their rub raſh tells thee thou. are labour in vaine 
Goe ask Ixion elſc,er him whoſe Kone 
Garkers no moſie, they all conclude in one. 
Theu the true Negro att, and Patentee 
Of utter ſhades, there is no night bur rhee: 
The darknes the Egyptians ſclt , was bur 
A type of thine, and bur toe fairely cur: 
Tyatareous Tullian, how thy tract is trod? 
To Baaltbub ,knight efthe black red; Oe 
Whoſe haggic haire, curls inte ſnaky torts, Þ 
More rereibie then pocts poore report:: 
His ghaſtly, yea his griſlie leoke, is ſuck 
My lenſe foſakee mee, if1 thinke on't mucb: 
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His her nenehe pitch fork is, where with he turnes 
Thole broyling Sccletons, he cver burnes 

In flames that: never ſhall be quenchr,burt hark, 

I talk of flames, and yer I call Hell dark! 
Flanes 1 confefle there are, but black,nox bright, 
Yea there is fire, and yet no fielight:- 


; Fowle fcind ! thy noſe is like a Comet, or 
The rayle,cf ſome prodigious Meteor. 

Well may ir ſerve thee forthy red hor wa 

V Vherewith theu doft thy Kifling ſulphur ſtirre; 

Thy ſooty Eybrowes, are as black as coales, 

Smoakt with thine eyes,thar flame like Oven holes 

—_— while the Corners where freſh Brimſtone 
ics, 

Prerend a yellow Jandyſc ia thine eyes, 

Bur *cis the black, the black(fieyd)is thy griefe, 

Bur thy diſeaſe admirs uf no reliete, : 

Thy mouth like raging Mtn4 vomirs fire, - 

The furious flakes cf thy unſlak't defire, 

As much attraQtive, and as mereileſle, as 

1he 7 times hotter headed furnace was, 

Thine armes are firic ferters,that embrace 

Thoſe monuments of miſerie whoſe ſad caſe 

Thou do'ft not p ittic , though though ſeem'ſ a 
while, 


To weep upon them, like the Crocodile. 

Hare you not heard of ſmoaking Sodom ? ſuch 
His breath's , But Sodow ſmoak's not half ſo much, 
His yveynes are ſtreams of ſulphur : His loud lungs 
His bellows; And his hideous hands his tongues; 
His black, and mclancbolly bloud conraines 

V Vorſe venome, then ere Jurkt in Centawrs veines, 
And by his cloyen foor, 'is plaiply ſhowne, 

His Kingdom run's vpon Diviſion, 


Theſe 
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Theſe are his titles- The VUnfathom'd Gwlfe, 

# The Roaring Lion. And the Raging woolfe. 
ME The wild Beaſt of rhe Forreft, The Annojer 
Of Chrſſtan liberty, The Deſtroyer. 
The Mortall Enemy of all 1. an kinde, 
By theſe and ſuch like rearmes is he defind; 
| Father of Falſhood, Feeces of the Cup 
b & Of Condemnation who can ſumme thee up? 
Oc ler thee forth, No hand can ere eftc& ir, 
Unleſlſe that hand, that captiv'd thee,dircR ir, 
Envyeher Enſign on thy fron diſplaies, 
Ard like the Bafilish at diftance ſlayes; 
Thy Noſe ſteep as the Alpes parts two deep Cells; 
On this fide, Hatred : That fide Malice dwells, 
And cauſc ſuch beauty ſome preſervatives askes, 
Shame and C onfufion are thy conſtant masks, 
Bur leaſt my Charkole faile ro finiſh thee, 
Thov'arr thc form, of all deformity, 

As for thy vaſlalls, thus begin their evills: 
Their entrance ſtrait rransformes them into Devils 
Their enterrainment will be ſuch, as they 
Shall flce ro death, Bur death will flye away: 
Hard are their haps, ſo vainly ſhall implore 
A deadly requiem, at death's deafned dore, 

The rorturous worme,that gnawes their conſciences 

Doe's like Prometheus vultur never ceaſe 

Curſes are all their hymmes: Their parched 

throats, 

Cant Lachryme in lamentable notes, 

Their Dirries, blaſphemies, ſcreichin rheir ſtraines 

Howling their tunc,whoſe burthen greife ſuſtaines 

VVith faghs, and ſobs, - gnaſhing their reeth,they 
run 

Their dolcfull deſcanr,and diviſion: 

VVell knew, our Saviour, Fugdas ſad cſtate® 

VVhen he pronounc'd his birth infortunare: 


| 


Alas! 


| 
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Alas! theſe ſuffcrings arc inſufferable, 
Yct moſt be burne,although they bc not able, 
Sad isthe ſtrength, that is bur lent us, to 
Suftaine the Atlas of a gromeer woe, 


Of fables fond, and fooliſh,Poers tell, 

That Heycules went, and returnd from Hell. 
VVell might he goe,bur if he ere return'd 

To tcll his rearrivall ;. Ile be burn'd, 

Hee that comes to this place,be muſt diſcuſſe 

His Exit, with a ſtouter Corberus, 

Alcides might, and of gow mirth,muſt faile, 

T hey can ner 'gainſt the gares of Hell prevaile, 
No hope of breaking out the Dungeons deep, 
And the yaſt wall cavyrons it, is | cep. 

Yer grant it ſcalable,there'sa dreadſull Mote, 
Nine'times ſurrounds it that will bcar no boat: 
Son, ſuch a Gulph 'twixt thee, and mee,doth flo 
Thoucanft not hither, nor we thither gue. 
Deſpaire, and dye,hope no revocative day, 

Since thou art Canithe into Scytbia, 

Yee thar drink the worlds ——__ God, 

Sec here his Scorpiqns , and his flawing rod, 
Yee jeſted with edg'd tooles fince Mercyes heele 
VVas lead 2. Bur Fafice hath a hand{ of Fee]. 
Depart ſaics Chriſt, depart wretch from my ſight, 
Into the boſome of contuſed Night, 

Hurry him hence : Head long him down beneath, 
To the black vally of eternall death. 

Think net wretch I con mand thy Curtainescloſe, 
To apt thine eyes toa more ſweet repoſe: 

No } Hells hard ſervic'd Centinells, muft keep 
Continuall watch, and never, never flcep, 

Nor be releiv'd: No Ciyceas lultabres, 

Shall be of power to charm their damned eyes; 
Think now, profaneſt liver, Do bur think, 
How thou of this ſo bitter Cup, wilt drink; _ 

all 
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Call in thy thought and bur confider well 
Andcell me now, but what thou thinkſt of Hell ! 
DidRt thou lye waking on a bed more ſoft 
Then downe, pluckt from the Rayens plume , how 
f 


ofr 
ELIE thou wiſh morning 2 lingring for the 

ighr 
Though bod-edd.un a poor Cymmerian night: 
Think then how thou wilt toſle thy reſtlefic head, 
V Vhere everlaſting buroing is thy bed. 
Think rken I ſay of their accurſt condition, 
V Vhoſe miſery thal have no intermiſſion; 
This is that bitter draft,whoſe dire dregs be 
The limits of theſe woes, Erernity, | 
Here I break off, hould I proocedtortell 
VVYhart thou haſt loſt that were snuther Hell, 

| Ex ultima tants 

Meta ſuroris adeſt, - 


A glimiring glimpſe of Heaven. 

HEaven ! Lord whar's thar > 1s ir that heap of 
rreaſure | 
The worldling bugs ſe ? Or thar fweer of pleaſure 
So Idelizd? Is it that glorious pufte 
Of Honovr, where with men nere ſwell enuffe; 
Or is it beauty, whoſe Celeftiall fire, 
Blewes up that <At:na of the worlds defire? 
Lyes it elſe in Revenge thar ſweet, ſweet eaſe, 
Of injuries ; Noe,noe, tis none of theſe, 
Fos wealth, alas ! hath wings, and allthe reſt 
Are vanity of vanity at beſt. 
VVhar is it then? carths VVige-ftrearchr Canopic 
The glirrering ſurface of the ambient skic? 
Is ir the Sun? that glorious globe of light 
Or his bright contort, Empreſs ofthe night, 
Noe, 
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Noc,none of theſe, we muſt aſcend a ſphear: 
Two ſtories higher, then out eyes,and there 
O there this Heaven of heaven is, Bur firſt I 
Er'c I can tell you, what it is, muſt dye. 
In vaine for Heayen 1 darkling grosp about, 
Ican not ſce'r, untill theſe eyes be our. 
Eyes have not ſcen, nor hath mans morrall eare 
Heard of the joyes, the joycs of joyes are there, 
Nor hath it enter'd into th' heart of man, 
Tis too anguſt, ah ! tis rooſmall a ſpan 
Toentertain't , we muſt perforce decline ir, ..: 
Heaven were not Heayen, Could ficſh, and bloud 
define ir, - s ba 
Grant, O my God, that 1 nor being able 
To wade thus deep, make not Heaven ſeem atablg. 
Bur loe! the ſacred ſpirit here, deſcends 
Unto eur underſtanding,and conmends 
This inexpreſlive paradiſe, and cyen 
As it were by refleQion ſhowes us. Heaven, 
Which he a ſumpruous City calls, Built on 
And by Chrift Jeſus the true corner ſtone, 
Nor made with hands,the Cirty is foure ſquare, 
Eaſt, Weſt, North,South Gates Zquidiftant are. 
Length, height, breadrh,depth,do all conſpireto be 
The uniforme of perfe& Symerrie. 
Twelve gates there are of moſt magnificent ſtare, 
Mage of twelve Pearles, Ot every Pcarle a Gare; 
And as twelve gates of twelye rich Pearles;ſo here 
Twelve rich foundations, of twelve gemms appear: 
The S arydus, Saphir, and the Sardonix, ; 
The Topas, FZaſper,and Facynth are fix. 
The Berill,Emerald,and Chalcedevite, 
Chryſopraſus, Amethis,and Chryſolirez ! |  -- 1 
Make up the four times three,whoſe ſparkling light 
Baniſh all poſſibility of might, 
The ſtately fireers,all along as ye paſſe, 
Arc pav'd with Gold,tranſparent as pure glaſe, 
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Through which, the filyer ſtreames of life conyey 
Their Chriſtal Currenrs,whilft in rich array, 
On either {ide this glirtrering Tagus ſtand 
The trees of life, whoſe boughs bow to.the hand , 
There's neither Suz , nor Moox in chat bright 
ſpheare, | | 
Hee that lent chem their light himſclte ſhines 
there, 
There's none that watch , nor none that guard 
relic ves, | | 
Whar need there? fince heres neither night, nor 
theeves, ' - 2 
Theres norhing grieves, no being all amorr, 
Darkneſs and Deatb, arc ſtrangers in that Court. 
Eivy, Backbiting, Malice, and Diſgrace , 
Sorrow and Sickneſs, dwell not in thar place, 
V Vithour are dogs, nothing rhat js unclcane 
Hath any part, in that Celeſbial! Scene. 
Bur Meckneſs, Fdith,and joy, and Cordiall love, 
Such are the ſtarres, in that brighr orb; chat move, 
There they for ever feaſt their Eyes on thee, 
On whom one glance,erernall life would be. 
How ſhall 1 , ou ſufhcicarly Vadmire 
Thoſc living powers,in thy Celeſtiallquire? 
Thoſe thouland thouſands that attend upon 
The radiant throne,of thy all glorious Sonne? 
Angells, Archangels,Cherubins,and Thromes, 
Amazing Serapbins, and Dominions? 
Which in thy higheſt preſence allwayes fitr, 
Enjoying happ'neſſe next to infinite. 
Any of which deſcending frem his ſtory; 
Would cx ſtacy,and kill us with his glory. 
Here cloſe your lids my daring eyes, leaſt yee, 
Where angells hide thier faces, be roo free: 
Lord how i reach,and roame runcurtaine heaven; 
Whilſt I am eyen of mine own ſclf bereayen? 


O take 
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O take theſe fetrers / rake theſe clogs frem mee; 
Take theſe ſcales from mine eyes , that 1 may ſce 
Thy rabernacle, Thy Hicruſalem; 
VVcl thou heayens Monarch, haſt prepar'd for 


them 
That love, and fcarethee: Ah me ! when ſhall 
Ccme and appeare before thy Majeſty? 
VVhereere thou beeſt, let me bur ſee thy face; 
Ile askno other heaven, no other place: 
If thou diſcend into th' abyſle below, 
My ſoule ſhall wiſhno other heaven to know: 
V Vhere thou art, heaven is : *ris not the reſore 
Of Courticrs ; But the King, that makes the 
Courr, 
Thus have I taken paines, to ſhew ye that, 
7 Vhich is, I muſt confeſſe, 1 know not whar* 
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T His afternoon I mer the tribe of Gad, 

Running through Bedlam as they had been mad 
Shufling and ſhouldring art ſo ſtrange a rare, 
Ax if they ſtrove te enter the ſtrait gate, 
VViththart ſeeing the conflux of the rraine 
I could ner choofs bur mak't Turne againe Lane, 
And down the ſtream making my armes, my Qares 
] row'd to Moore fields, where 1 found more whorcs 
Gentle, and fimple, then a man could meer, 
Eicher in Turn ball,or in Turn up Screer, 
Satting and Silk , and Peticoats brocado 
Marcht like an Amazonian armado, 
Furious 8s your French troops, ſcarce ere a wench 


Bur by her our ſide , ſhew her inſide French, 
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Some zealous Girt'zens ſhew their wives , 
that even 
By being Cuckeolds, they might go heaven, 
It made me laugh to ſee their ſweeping rtrailes 
In ſpire of Barbars puffes, powder thcir tailes. 
O how the leacherous duſt did vaught/and riſe 
Twixt the __ Chevernes of their foaming 
thighs, 

So light were they, ſo given tothe Twp 
VVhart men would ner,the very winds took up. 
VVirh thar faid I , now too too well perceivel, 
Y'are nor the tribe of Gad alone, Bur Levi. 
Meane while the trees in ſuch even order grow, 
They ſcem'd a ſecond Patey noſtey row. 
They raild in-grafle-plor as n ſpacious ſhop 
Of Summer weeds for Virgins was ſet ope. 
And many gallants came trom out the rowne 
Thither,to give their Ladics a green-Gowne, 
Here is great wraſtling, Buyes, and men , and all 
And here and there a woman takes a fall ; 
Venter on which you pleaſe, if men you like, 
Know then they ſayle eaſe by the Wind mil ſtrike, 
If you from men,to women be departers, 
You ſhall nor faile ro meer them in the quarters, 
And therefore if your purpoſe thar way ſtand 
Goe fee for them , when you can rſce your hand 
And to your work(my friend)tis Country play 
Not by the belr bur felr, catch rthar catch may, 
Be not diſcourag'd for the duskie night 
Bee'r nere ſo dark, Te warrant you a light. 

More of Mgoye-fields if you deſire te know, 

Faith I have ta'ne my turnc ; And ſomuſt 

you, «>- 
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Upon the Sickneſs , and recovery of 


a faire and fairely promi/ed 
L 4 DI. 


Ur hadſt thou Dearh ſuch hopes alive, 


Thy ſure could ever thrive, 
In flatt"ring her 
T her Sepulher, 
From her approaching bridall bed, 
Alas!thy hopes are dead, 
Dead as thy ſ[clfe 
Unwelcome elfe, 
Bur would you faine foreſtall, forſooth 
The \ſweers of bloomy youth? 
Your ſure is cold 
And you too bold. 
Suſh:e it long time henee that thow 
Bath in her aged ſnow, 
Couldſt thou her ſen4 
To thy dark bed? 
Her orient Eye would ſhoot a ray 
Should make thy midnight day; 
As though the Snn 
Did thither ran, 
And all his rutilous Jewells ſer 
Ia that cloſe Cabiner, 
Z Then ſhould mcurni n 
Sce jayes morning, 
Then paleft aſhes ſhould revive 
And Death be made alive. 
VVhiſt we,blindqwee, 
It wee would ſee, 


G 
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#:.4 Muſt all our light Cymmerian like, 
\ (1 Ficm fliatic bolomes ftirike, 
| Burthanks ro Heaven, 
OY Death is bereaven: 
Th' Eclipſe is paſt,and beauties lighc 
Be Ha's baniſht dead of night. 
li See, ſec the Joye, 
i £11 Of heaven above, 
| 4 For we have here Gods blcCings gor 
| And the warme Sun to bear, 
O ler us now 
Low as earth bow; 
18 And gratefull ſacrifices give, 
Tohim that here ſaid,ler her live, 
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Toa Gentleman deſiring mee to write a 
Paper of Verſes upon his fitting 
whilſt the Painter was 
drawing his Picture. 


Nd Poet r60? muſt you your figwe ſce 
In filent, and in ſpeaking poefic? 
I could admic this double cask, in caſe 
You had like Fans too 8 double face. 
Say, is iz your defire? whilſt he does take 
Your ſuperficiall lineamenr;, I ſhould make 
if Your vertues image? 1s it this you mean? 
Its I muſt like Moms have a Caſcment theg, 
Re Or feare you men will ſay you are a creature, 
1 0 Nayciſsus like in love with your own Feature? 
And therefore have rhe Painter te produce, 
A colour ; And the Pocr an excuſc: 
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Come be adv iſ'd by mce, go to your wite, 

Ile warrant you your Picture.to the life. 

Here you compole your-countenance, And ſer, 

Whilſt may be ſhce's drawing your counterfeit, 

Come rhe true way of lively li.c commanding 
Is never done by ſkuvg, Butby Nanding, 


Perl, ——Piforibus atqre Portis 
Onidlibet anditna; ſemper friit aqua poteſt as. 
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T 0 an impuseyr Scold that perpernally haants 
. ber Harband, and at only abu/eth 
him bus What {ecver Coum- 
pany is With lim. 


Woe (bytmay 1 call the ſo, and not 
Facferttharliicke —_— I have got? 

Is'tnot enough y are wg lie, but befide 

Your ill ſhape you wuft be ill gualiry'd? 

I had ſuppol'n that ſach'a one as you 

Whoſe face a winning feature neyer knew 

A woman (if that appellation may 

Be yet allow'd)tnade of the court clay: 

And of @ fabrick/ſo imperſett age 

Is well concluded nature was in baſt, 

| had ſuppoP'd 1 fay, 'that fuch a brute, 

Hed caulc more then enough to have been mute 

Ar leaſt ſhee ſhould if hee bad filence broke, 

With Balams Aﬀe bur onge,and wiſely ſpoke, 

But you unlock the thunder of your voice, 

And xwenty Iron Mills make notmore noyſe, 

V Vhen you begin the clamoeur of your prare 

You make the rabulous' ron art Billingſ-gare, 
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Mute 


"ute as their Fiſh: VVere you my wife forſoot!h, 
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} ſhould lockup the Larn-doores of yr ur m-uth, 
Or ferrer-like,low'r up, [My wife ſaid 1? 
Some Planer fi: ſt diſputch me frem the 5hie. 
Ide ranſack beds of clay, and ligkc uw pen 
The Devillin a new fal Inc ſceleton, 
Or what in man, or Hells invention werſ is 
Them think of the, Of rhee thou curſe of Curſes » 
O wretch thy Husband, O infortunate. 
I drowne mine Eyes in ſorrow for his fate. 

I finde inſtoy an inchanted Laſſe 
All day a Haggc: ——_ an angell was 
His luck poor man is worſe, for meeting you 
Hee's hauntcd with a Hagge day and night too 
For when abroad in this ſad plight he goes 
Sceking ſome coiner to unbreaſt hi « woes; 
You follow him hot feot, and rang e abour 
Beating all buſhes till you finde him our, 
And when hee once but in your fight appeares, 
You ſpend, And with full cry confound his eares, 
And ours too, who admire what you intend him 
V Vherher to bait him,or to apprehend him. 
Thus like Aco2 with affrights hedg'd round 
H-e flyes the furie of his owne feirce hound. 

We know your language you Tarrarian whore 
That ule to play bo-pecp ar Tavern dore. 
Peaking for pimping ratcalls, and when ere 
Yon feare diſcover y, what*s my Husband herc: 
Thus you obſtreperous ſtrumpert, Thus you muſt 
Make your poore Husband cloak for your baſe luft, I” 
Come, come,the proyetb yer didinever faile. 
They that are quick of tongue ,are'quick of taile, 
And I too plainly ſee,(though I am Jloth 
Tob ec too publick) you are quick of both. 
le b laft you with contcmpr if cre you ecme 
To avk for Husband henceforth in my a þ 
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And teare your tongue trewm roofe and reots if ere 
I heare againe, What is my Husband here, 
And to the Company ſpeak a word unmeer 
Wee?l kick you thiough the Gantler of our feer, 
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